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DEDICATION. 



TO HER ROYAL HIGHNESS THE PRINCESS OF WALES. 



This simple lay, unworthy though it be, 

Is placed before thee, lovely Princess, now. 
Whose word can guide it o'er a troubled sea, 

And deck with bays an humble poet's brow. 
The weary wanderer on the desert waste 

Thinks of the lowliest flowers around his home 
As something lovely, since they once had graced 

His happy pathway ere he sought to roam ; 
So if my verse, ere cast upon the world. 

Be but encouraged by one smUe of thine. 
The sail of hope shall gaily be unfurled, 

As if the muse inspired this verse of mine. 
All diffident the poet claims a part 

Within thy soul of nobleness and truth. 
Whose music teUs upon the nation's heart. 

Waking responses both from age and youth. 



i 



PREFACE. 



A FEW words of explanation are dae to the many 
kind friends who bat two years ago encouraged the 
publication of " Lonely Hours," and who may sup- 
pose that the author has not exercised sufficient 
reflection in so soon soliciting public attention to 
another poetical work. 

She does not build her hope of success for this 
Tolume altogether on the favourable reception her last 
met with, but trusts that a somewhat more mature 
experience, improved • judgment, and corrected fancy, 
have enabled her to produce thoughts in the present 
volume which may commend themselves to at least 
some of the lovers of poetical Action whose appro- 
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bation she is most ambitions to obtain ; and secnre 
for her on this occasion, as on the last, some of 
the large-hearted favonr which so amply repaid all 
the anxieties and apprehensions attendant on literary 
yentnres. She will in any case deem her labonrs 
amply rewarded if they are instrumental in directing 
the thoughts of any reader to a contemplation and 
practice of what is good, or beautiful, or true ; or 
in soothing any mind which may have been un- 
favourably affected by the perturbing cares of the 
world. 
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Sfibit of song ! whose faery touch can turn 

Onr dead affections into deathless loves, 

Visit my day-dreams, and impart the power, 

To vitalize these simple flowers of mine, 

Which I would rescue from the scythe of time — 

The amaranths that grace the muses' bower 

Are fairer far, yet even these may live. 

Which breathe of Eden, though bedewed with tears, 

Like memory's offering on the grave of love — 

B 
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Breathe on them, thou, and they shall never die ; 
And those who look on them may think of me ; 
As one, who poring o*er some favorite book, 
The love gifb of a friend long dead and gone. 
Finds a sweet flower, still living in the leaves, 
And gives a thought to her who placed it there. 

II. 

Fair evening falls upon a verdant hill, 
Where oak trees rear their heads in ancient pride, 
As conscious of their noble state, and seem 
To whisper tales of Druid days of old, 
As the wind rustles through their leafy boughs. 
Across the chequered shade, the fallow deer 
Bound frequent, and the flocks with tinkling bells 
Make music with the murmuring brook that feeds 
A fairy lake, that shimmers in the sun, 
Where floats all indolent the stately swan ; 
Fast by a hazel dell, where lovers* vows 
Were interchanged by many a youthful heart. 
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III. 



Upon that hill a noble castle stood. 
The dwelling of Lord Elliott, gay and fair, 
Heir of broad lands and lineage full old. 
Whose chieftains proud had won a noble name 
In battle-fields. Not very far from hence 
Another mansion rose, Lord Ainsworth's, who 
Was all the tenants* lord, lord of their hearts, 
So well beloved was he ; young, handsome, rich, 
The poor man's friend, the tyrant's sternest foe ; 
A king of kingdoms, where, he wished to reign — 
Even in the humblest homestead of the good. 



IV. 

Lord Ainsworth's castle, built in troubled times, 
Was a proud structure of the feudal age ; 
Massive and spacious, armed with flanking towers 
With war-like battlements, and drawbridge, fosse. 
Loopholes and arrow slits, and embrazures : 

b2 
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Its old grey front looked sternly on the world, 
Like a bold chieftain of the olden time, 
Seared with the war-marks of full many a foe. 
Bnt modem art had beautified its walls 
With oriel lights and pointed gables fair ; 
And when, as on this gentle summer eye 
The sunlight danced upon its painted panes, 
Beflecting rainbow rays around its mass, 
It looked as though the glory of bright fame 
Still hoyered round it from the olden time. 



V. 

And to its solitude old legends clung. 
Fast as the iyy 'round its ancient towers ; 
Stories of haunted grounds and fairy dells. 
And shapes unearthly seen at moonlight hours. 
This noble castle towered above the sea, 
YHiich dashed its snowy spray along its rear. 
Washing each pointed rock and sand and shell, 
'Till, many fathoms in the bay, long reefe 
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Lift np their heads aboTe its dancing tide ; 

Unless forewarned of whose fatal ridge 

The wretched seamen finds his saddest doom. 



VI. 

Bnt Castle Elliott was a cloistered pile, 
Half fortalice, half monastery, dull 
And dismal in its solitary pile ; 
Yet, like a thought of poetry and skill. 
Found in a tale of hard insipid work. 
The. sculptor carved above its marble porch 
A form that well might beautify the whole, 
A faultless statue, which Lord Elliott vowed 
Had cost hi^ fathers quite a mint of gold. 
For this he prized it, as it could enhance 
His vast possessions, but its silent worth 
He could not comprehend, nor sought to do ; 
For empty, light and low, or course of mind. 
He scoffed for ever at the beautiful. 
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VII. 

Lord Elliott wooed, but wooed, alas ! in vain, 

The loTely maid, who loved young Ainsworth long, 

With hidden fervor, known alone to heaven 

And her own soul. At length, 'twas bliss to hear, 

From Ainsworth* s lips the tale of passion which 

In fervent truth, he felt for her alone. 

Oh ! the new rapture, and the bright fresh draught 

Her thirsty soul had longed for. I have seen 

A bird grown weary on the wing, but which 

Could never rest on common soil, but flew 

On, ever on, until at length it found 

The place it sought, and there it staid content. 

Secure, in thy security, sweet love. 



VIII. 



And so it was with her pure heart, it sought 
Its kindred and could And no rest 'till, there 
It lay content, and found the wished for peace. 
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He wedded her, and they most happy lived, 

No envy bearing, though they envied were ; 

Even for the happiness, which made a foe 

In Elliott — ^who, through wounded pique and pride. 

Had also wedded ; but the secret love 

Still felt for Ainsworth*s wife, cankered the soil 

Of good within his breast, while vengeance worked 

Over and over some black plot of hate. 

IX. 

Was it that envy, which prevailed at last 
In troubling Lady Ainsworth's gentle heart ? 
Her lovely face had been a cloudless sky. 
Save when she sympathized with others* grief ; 
For never yet distress had tried in vain 
To move her heart. It now grew dark at times, 
And alternating moods of joy and grief 
Bespoke a mind at variance with itself; 
Sunshine and clouds, an April of the soul, 
Without the genial promise of the spring. 
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And so, when years of wedded life were passed, 
And still no heir was likely to be bom, 
The prating gossips, and the village crones 
Who loved their lady, yet would ponder o'er 
Bnmonrs that babbled of her waiting-maid, 
A foreign woman, whose mysterious fate 
Seemed mingled strangely with her lady's life. 

X. 

And when at last the welcome heir was bom. 
The maid had fled, but whither none could tell ; 
And envious rumour interposed again. 
Breathing the dreaded tale that Ainsworth's heir 
Had been still-bom, but others laughed full loud 
Upon the healthy babe, who kicked and crowed, 
While clamouring for its rights ; then each one vowed 
He was the mystic charm that chased away 
The evil hovering 'round the lordly house, 
In the strange image of the gipsy maid. 
And where was she, who ever hovered 'round 
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The Lady Ainswortli, like a shadow dark ? 

She fled at midnight ; no one saw her go, 

Yet each heart felt relieved as of a weight, 

Believed of her. So ere the hells rang ont 

To tell in merry concert to the town 

The joyfal news, that Ainsworth's heir was bom — 

She was well-nigh forgotten ; if perchance 

At times remembered, every mind dismissed 

The thought of evil in the new-bom joy. 

XI. 
And so the longed-for heir, yonng Walter, grew 
Noble in beauty, bold, robust in form, 
A summer flower reared in affection's sun ; 
Healthy and strong, dark, beautiful, and glad, 
A bright star dimming the inferior light 
That dared to venture near it ; but, alas ! 
When once afar, when once from out the sight, 
Was all forgotten like a fairy dream. 
That was too transient, of too light a mould 
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To take deep root upon the dreamer's mind. 
Yet Lady Ainsworth's heart grew glad again 
With the sweet cherub fondled to her breasi 



XII. 
Another babe there came, but sickly, small, 
Like a white snow-drop on the tree of life — 
Fragile and delicate, yet passing fair, 
Claiming all pity, tenderness, and love ; 
Who, as he grew, grew deeper in each soul. 
And seemed to haunt you with a mystic power. 
Then, as you turned to gaze, and gaze again, 
You felt an interest, felt a holy awe. 
As though an instinct whispered to your soul 
That as you gazed, 'twas on the good and great. 

xin. 

And thus, young Ernest shone upon the earth. 
Like a rare gem that dropped from heaven's crown, 
Beflecting its own brightness on each heart. 
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Like the bright tints the rainbow ever throws 
On the surrounding sky. His mother felt 
A depth of tenderness for him, that ne'er 
Before could warm her breast : true woman she 
To love the best, what needed most her care. 



XIV. 
He was the household's idol ; every heart 
Could worship nature in her loveliest gnise. 
For pity flows from out love's gentle soul, 
And many tears were shed, because the babe 
Grew like an opening bud that struggled hard 
To free its petals from a heavy bond 
Which bent its stem, and shadowed half its light. 
From out young Ernest's face an angel smiled. 
To plead serenely for his crippled form ; 
And even his father felt the gentle power 
Of charms possessed by that poor puny boy ; 
But, for his first-bom, Walter, joy and pride 
Could only reign. He was his hope, his heir — 
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So blind indulgence, pampered whims and faults, 

Which deeper grew with years, and helped to spoil 

The sacred surface of the youthful heart, 

So soft and pliable for fate's great stamp. 

Nor deemed he such indulgence, ever yet 

Fell like a frost upon the tender germ 

Of virtue in the soul, planting the root 

Of sordid selfishness, leaving the weeds 

And tares of empty vanity. Alas ! 

For him, who knows no better love than this. 

XV. 
happy parent I who is ever kind 
And gentle to the treasured ones of home — 



To all the children prattling round the hearth. 
That make glad music in his breast, and add 
A wondrous charm to life, who, where reproof 
Is called for, can reprove, but only in , 
A mild and gentle form, as if rebuke 
Pained the reprover more than the reproved I 



AINSWOBTH*S HEIB. 13 

Thus did the brothers grow, but ever with 
A different influence on the parents' heart. 
Yet love for each was at the core, and kept 
The mainspring working gently, if not well. 

XVI. 

How fared Lord Elliott through those four long years ? 

Sadly, indeed. No happy lot was his — 

No offspring blest his union until now, 

And it was but a girl, at which he raved. 

All vexed to have no heir ; but soon the babe 

Stole softly to his heart, and he would vow 
No son could e'er be half so dear as Mat. 

And so his dark home brightened with her smile. 

And time sped happier on unheeded wing, 

Till she sprang up into a baby girl. 

In grace and beauty, quite a &iry queen. 
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xvn. 

One day, when May was straying all alone, 
Bright as a sunbeam, pure as summer's dawn, 
Culling wild roses in the hazel dell, 
One half of which fringed part of Elliott's lawn. 
Clasping itself to Ainsworth's vast estate, 
She, decking with their bloom her golden curls, 
And laughing as they fell, in childish glee. 
Beheld a vision, which disturbed her mirth, 
Making her pause in silence and in awe ; 
For there reclined upon a mossy bank. 
Not far from where she stood, a little boy. 
Whom she had never seen till now. He held 
A book within his hand, of bearing mild, 
And noble, yet so sad. His face was one 
To haunt the heart, and press upon the mind 
A sense of untold goodness, which was felt 
Instinctively by May, as yet too young 
To reason why she felt so, or to know 
That ever thus she could have felt at all. 
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xvni. 

She stood half spell-bound till the book was closed ; 
Then Ernest raised his eyes, but saw her not. 
Those eyes ! oh, what a world of tenderness 
Of love and truth shone from their thoughtful depth I 
He moved and smiled — for through the rustling trees 
He sees the form of her he loves the best. 

■ 

And who was she ? the mother of his heart, 
The Lady Ainsworth, looking for her boy ; 
But with a pensive and abstracted air. 
Like that of one whose heart was far away, 
Holding communion with unwelcome thoughts. 
" What art thou thinking of, my mother dear ?" 
Bethought the child, as unobserved he stole 
Through tangled boughs, near where the lady stood. 

XIX. 
The past comes back — she's thinking of the hour 
When orange blossoms trembled on her brow. 
Where one she loved, as now thou lovest her 
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stood by her on her happy bridal day. 

The grave has closed npon that peerless friend ; 

Yet still she sees the loving anxious look, 

That beamed from eyes half dim with age and tears, 

The sun light playing on her silver hair, 

Beneath her snow-white head gear well arranged ; 

The pale grey dress, in every fold of which 

Shone forth the care the gentle mother knew. 

To honour well her daughter's bridal mom. 

She felt the pressure of the tender hand 

Lingering in hers, as loath to break the bond 

That ever is so sacred to the heart 

Of the fond parent and the loving child. 

XX. 

And then the form of that loved husband grew 
Distinctly mid the throng of other years. 
She knew he ever loved her, yet she felt 
A something undefined — a want, a pang — 
She could not fancy why 'twas so, and yet 
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It still was there. Most fond and kind was he- 
Tender, affectionate ; but still she felt 
That something wanted — ^foolish mortal she, 
To wait for that which never could be hers : 
The folness of a love that is but felt 
In woman's breast alone. Though man may loTe 
As best he can, *tis but a selfish thing 
Compared to that which knows no greater bliss 
Than sacrificing all it prized, to add 
To its beloved one's life another joy. 

XXI. 
If those whose hearts have changed with changing 

years. 
Who feel the love of other days die out, 
Leaving behind the ashes of its fire, 
Could find within the mouldered embers still 
One little spark that memory's breath could fan, 
let it glow in pity to the life 
.That feeds itself upon its tenderness. 
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Take but one glimpse — look backward o'er the past, 

What is reflected now from memory's light ? 

A blushing maiden 'neath a bridal veil, 

Thy new-made bride, the one star of thy life, 

With rosy hope npon her yonthfiil brow, 

Joy in her eyes and love npon her lips, 

Peace in each smile and faith within each tone. 

Glowing with tmst and innocence her form, 

Giving her heart most freely all to thee. 

Pore and unchanging for a life-long gift 

Standing beside the maid you take her hand. 

Vowing before the eye of Him above, 

To cherish and protect the sacred charge. 

The picture changes — she's no more a bride. 

Look now upon the features of thy wife ; 

Are they not changed ? or are they yet the same ? 

Look well beneath the rugged marks of time, 

And read reproach too often written there. 
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xxn. 

Alas ! prond man, how hare you kept that tow ? 
Yoa'ye showered at her feet all worldly wealth ; 
You've ever heen, you think, most good and kind. 
And acted well your part throoghont life's play. 
Till pausing at the scene that seemed to you 
Too light, and insignificant a thing 
To notice, glossing o'er its depth in scorn. 
Your footsteps tottered, and your will grew weak. 
Yet in that scene the great point lay concealed, 
Ne'er yet attained hy man, and ne'er shall he 
The satisfying of a woman's heart. 
Without the tokens of a genuine love. 
Nor is she too exacting. See her twine 
Her crouched affections round her tiny hahes, 
Seeking to raise her drooping heart through theirs. 

XX 111. 
Then mark her day hy day, go silent on, 
Discharging all the little cares of home, 

c2 



20 ainbwobth's heib. 



With nought to break their dull monotony. 
She nnmnars not, but ever wears a smile 
To welcome his retom, her bosom's lord, 
Who never dreams one gentle word of praise. 
One loving tone, as in the days of old, 
Would well requite her for a life of toil. 
man, blind man, why grudge the simple spell 
That ever makes a woman's home her world ? 



xxrv. 

But deeper thoughts came o'er her vision sad 
As Lady Ainsworth looked upon the past, 
For she had not to mourn a loveless lot, 
Who was almost the pulse of Ainsworth's heart. 
She saw the buds of happiness and trust, 
Which never came to bloom, all pine away 
And die beneath the influence of a weed 
That very poison was, for it could turn 
Each happy feeling into bitterness. 
It was the thought that Ernest was unloved 
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By Ainsworth, who, blind to each fault and act 
Of disobedience in hiEi eldest bom 
Pampered his vices, meant in kindness all ; 
Nor marked he that the fair and radiant child 
Still grew each day more wayward in his whims. 
*Twas hard to see the dear and tender being, 
That most she cherished writhe in sickness oft ; 
To feel how sad would be the cripple's fate. 
If he should live to miss a mother's care. 



XXV. 

Oh woman ! time dispels thy girlish dreams 
Of lasting worship and eternal loye. 
The paradise of youth, the heaven of earth. 
Experience, or adversity must change. 
But when did woman ever cease to weave 
Fate's fondest visions for her favourite child ? 
Or cease to hang on gentle hope, that bears 
Her through the realms of fancy's brightest maze. 
Building for him a castle proud and high ? 
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But it may be too high and prond, for gales 
Of raging woe may beat against its walls — 
May shake its frail foundation, and at length 
Tarn it to dust, for it is all of earth. 

XXVI. 
Young Ernest saw her weep, and started up. 
Sweet May drew back still farther in the shade. 
And blamed herself for gazing on a scene 
That far too sacred seemed for stranger's eyes 
To witness. Still she looked, and trembles now 
To find that noble boy deformed, and thought 
She found the source of that poor parent's grief. 
He silent knelt beside his mother's knee. 
And gently pushed his little head between 
Her white clasped hands, and gazed within her eyes, 
Murmuring, "Sweet mother, weep not thus for me." 
She looked upon her child one long sad look ; 
Then faster — faster fell the woman's tears 
Upon the idol of her earthly life ; 
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Then sometliiiig whispered that the dew of soul 
Would rise in incense to the throne above, 
Where pity's angel stands to catch the drops 
That fall from mourners' eyes, and lays them down 
Before the Maker's feet, knowing full well 
The hand of mercy wipes them all away« 

xxvn. 

Transfixed was May, till somethiag cold and soft 
Upon her hand she felt — ^then starting, found 
A large Newfoundland dog crouched by her side. 
One she had seen beside the cripple boy ; 
And feeling it was his, caressed it well, 
Bidding him follow while she gathered up 
The sweetest violets of the early spring, 
To twine them in a wreath, and cut for him 
One straying curl from off her sunny head, 
To bind it fast upon his glossy neck. 
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XXVIII. 

Now Ernest, when alone, soon missed his pet, 
And whistling, was surprised he did not hear 
The answering hark of Pedro. So he called 
His favourite's name, who hounded all delight 
Back to his master *s side, and laid his head 
With suppliant look upon his master's knee. 
Young Ernest wondering whence could come the wreath, 
Perplexed, looked round, and there May Elliott saw, 
Who half-ahashed, yet childlike, frank, advanced, 
Said she had gathered them, and often would ' 
If flowers he liked. So Ernest smiled, and said, 
He loved them much ; and May, hright hlooming May, 
Strewed flowers upon the path, that scarcely knew 
Before their blossoms, or their treacherous thorns. 



XXIX. 

Thus met the children in the hazel dell. 

Joined by gay Walter, who soon learned to deem 
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May Elliott someOiiiig fiur too hir far taaik^ 

Bowing before tlie litUe diild m viH 

That ne*er to mortal erer bowed till &eB. 

Far happier were the pair before he eaae. 

Fuller of joj and peace — ihej knew not why. 

The yoathfbl maiden's heart shrunk badk from him. 

Bat rested in a calm and tender trost 

On gentle Ernest, whom, thon^ older than 

The tiny maid, she roled with fondest pdwer. 



Thus met the children when £iir sommer smiled. 
And sent her balmy breath o*er land and sea. 
Gladdening the earth with Terdme and with flowers. 
They met when blossoms tamed to ripening froit. 
Like a fair girl to loTely woman grown. 
Wooing the glance of aotomn's mellow san. 
And e*en when winter's hoaiy-headed king 
Ascended to his throne, and frowned on all. 
Killing each flowret that might linger yet. 
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And nipping every tree within his reach, 
Loosening his plume npon the chilly air, 
Whose feathers fall upon the earth all white. 
They met when spring peeped coyly under hills, 
And sent her first pale primrose on the earth, 
As jealous of the welcome it might get 
In a cold world it never knew hefore. 



XXXI. 

Now Ernest had a grief that ever pressed 

Most deeply on his heart. His mother, fond, 

Had looked so pale of late. He often caught 

Her hathed in tears, when she would snatch him up 

Most madly to her breast, and sob, ** heaven, 

Kind heaven, but spare me yet a while — 

One little while, for my poor cripple's sake.** 

As Ernest lay awake one night beside 

The dreaming Walter in their sleeping room. 

Thinking he heard a noise most strange to hear 

Within that mansion at so late an hour, 
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He marked a footstep at his mother's door. 
His mother ! that sweet dream which ever came 
Upon the pillow of his childhood's life, 
Smiling away the little cares of fate, 
And making all his sky serene and fair. 

xxxn. 

His mother I that one true and steadfast friend, 

At whose dear knee he knelt hut yestere'en. 

Deeming he saw far in that heaven on high 

The hliss that in each prayer she told him of. 

Then looking in her eyes he fondly traced 

Pure forms like hers, and deemed them angel forms ; 

Shivering with fear, he tottered to the door 

Of that dear chamher where he oft had slept. 

Lulled on the bosom of that loving one, 

When pain and sickness racked his weary frame, 

And where she soothed and watched her suffering child. 

As none but mothers ever watched before. 
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XXXIII. 

Trembling, he tapped, and then the aged nnrse, 
Who tended that loved parent when a babe, 
And since both him and Walter nursed, came forth. 
And whispering, told him ** Wait a little while, 
And you shall see the sweetest, tiniest girl. 
Which is to you a baby-sister bom.** 
He waited, and there came a faint low wail, 
But not an infjEint's cry, it seemed as though 
It were the breath of some departing soul. 
And now he trembles worse, for hark I his name 
Is mingled with the moan he hears full well — 
** My Ernest, let him come, my cripple boy.** 
And then he hears a fervent prayer, and words 
Of heavenly peace and resignation mild. 
Bright with the joy of humble faith in God. 
And then his father*s voice is raised in grief. 
While tones of love are falling from his lips, 
But on a heart that ne*er shall feel them more. 
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xxxrv. 

Ernest obeys the loyed one's dying call, 

An^ falls beside tbe conch, which now but held 

The corpse of her who was his second life. 

They bore him to his chamber, where he lay 

All pale and tearless, like some broken reed, 

Some helpless shrab, all crushed and trodded down, 

Bereft of sap, whose root shall spring no more. 

He conld not weep ; the soaFs deep fountain dried. 

So scorching was the anguish felt within ; 

No tears yet fell to cool his burning brain, 

Or calm the mind that tottered *neath their weight. 



XXXV. 
" Why, weep not, darling ? " would the old nurse say ; 
" Those unshed drops but sear and freeze the heart. 
Oh ! I have seen you weep for less than this : 
The breaking of a toy — the crushing of 
The meanest insect creeping o*er your path. 
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Bat now that she is gone, who loved you so. 
Yon do not shed one tear. Weep, Ernest, weep ; 
Your mother's dead. Alas ! poor stricken lamh." 

ft 

XXXVI. 
She laid the boy all gently on the bed, 
And watched beside him with an anxious eye, 
WondVing how old he looked, so pinched and wan, 
As suffering, in the space of those short hours. 
An endless time of anguish uncontrolled. 
At length the child, all weary, worn, and sad. 
Closed his hot tearless eyes ; and then the nurse. 
Deeming he slept, moved softly forth, and soon 
Poor Ernest felt a presence near, that scarce 
He could remember e'er so near before ; 
And opening wide his orbs, beheld his sire. 
Who stooped, with pallid face and outstretched arms. 
As in obedience to Iter dying charge. 
'* Come to my heart," he said. '^ She left thee here. 
My tender one. Alas ! too lately loved ; 
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May heayen direct me .how to love thee more. 

I cannot hear to see that strange wild look. 

Boy, hoy ! where are your tears ? that none can fell, 

That none can fall to know your mother's dead." 

XXXVII. 

Bat still the child gazed meaningless around, 
And still no tear had come to his relief. 
They tried sweet music, e'en the plaintive airs 
That she so oft had played. And Walter came 
And talked heside him, dwelling on their loss ; 
But still no gesture showed how Ernest felt. 
That night the nurse when to her darling crept. 
Fearing to hreak his slumhers, hreathless leaned 
Over his silken couch, drew hack appalled 
To find no Ernest there. Surprised, alarmed, 
She hurried to the chamher of the dead, 
Where hy the death-couch, as if dead himself. 
Lay the young mourner, with his weary head 
Reposing on the hosom of the corpse ; 
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The moistnre of his grief still damp npon 
His long fringed eyelids, and his pallid cheek 
Like some soft flower hedewed with eyening's tears, 
Which twined its loving tendrils round the stem 
Of a white lily, lying lifeless near. 

XXXVJll. 
The morning dawned npon the funeral throng, 
And Ernest felt more gloom within his hreast ; 
He marked his father in the long hlack cloak, 
Holding his heedless hrother hy the hand ; 
He saw the waving plumes, the solemn hearse, 
The nodding flowers upon the verdant lawn ; 
He heard the voices of the tenantry 
Sadly commingling with the song of hirds. 
Like joy and sorrow walking hand in hand. 
In smiles and tears, along the path of life. 
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XXXIX. 
They stood beside the grave ; the first damp sod 
Had fallen on the cofl&n — lowered deep 
"Within the narrow bed — hollow it fell, 
And smote upon the heart of him who stood 
With folded arms against a marble tomb, 
'Till tears came fast, though pride forbade their flow. 
Oh ! the wild agony, that wrings a tear 
From out the eye of manhood ; yet weep on. 
And offer that last tribute of thy love 
Unto the memory of the dear one dead : 
Blush not, true man, for that which honour does 
Unto the feelings of the noblest heart. 



XL. 
Alas ! the blank of home, when what once filled 
Its tender duties is no longer near ; 
The look, the smile, the voice, the loving word 
For ever gone, yet sadly echoed still 
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By eyery chord of fondest memory. 
Mach Ernest missed that tender friend, bnt he 
Shall weep a season, and the time will come 
When even he will cease at last to monm, 
And all the sorrow of his fresh yonng heart, 
Pass like a breath upon a troubled wave. 

XLI. 

An interest sprang within his loving heart 

For little Alice, that sweet baby-girl ; 

He smiled once more to hear her joyous laugh, 

Though Walter scoffed, and called him '' Mistress 

Nurse," 
Laughing derisive of his girlish ways. 
And bade him take a lesson from himself. 
As from the sternest model of a man. 
He was a strange, a dark mysterious boy 
That Walter, his fond father's favourite son. 
And on his haughty brow had nature writ 
** This is a tyrant if he had the power " — 
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Qnick and intelligent, and apt to learn ; 
All ice in friendship but all fire in love, 
He was nnloTed where lie most looked for love, 
And hated where he scarce expected hate. 

XLn. 
One day, he shot a beggar's dog in sport, 
Sport most congenial to a grovelling mind ; 
And taming round to hide his crnel joy 
Eeceiyed a blow, that felled him to the earth. 
'Twas from his brother's arm, well nerved by scorn, 
And in the fnry at the coward's deed. 
The cripple's proved the stronger arm for once ; 
And then arose a deeper feud between 
Those who were claimed the children of one love, 
Which darker grew with years, as clouds will spread 
And hide the light reflected from the sun. 



d2 
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XLHI. 

Now both the youths were bnsj with their books, 
Bat with far different fruit, for nature's gifts 
Did twice the work for one in half the time — 
And Walter's progress was so far outstripped 
By his young brother, that another cause 
Of bitter jealousy shot envious pangs, 
Which wanted but the riyalry of love 
To make him feel at times like Cain of old. 
And yet each day found Ernest happier grown, 
Despite those broils, and senseless to the gibes 
Of Walter, who as yet had never dreamed 
Why looked his brother ever bright and calm : 
Oh ! had he guessed the demon sleeping now 
Within his bosom, soon would wake to kill I 

XLIV. 
Oh I happy Ernest, in the blooming flowers 
Which came round Pedro's neck from May's dear hand. 
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Fall many a billet doux lay all concealed, 

And like the fragrant petals, breathed to heaven 

The deathless odonrs of a pure yonng sonl. 

And so he grew unshaken in his Ioto, 

Changeless in friendship and in goodness firm, 

Strong in his weakness, gentle, manly, brave, 

Filling his duty as a duteous son. 

And carving for himself a living fame, 

If charity and faith a halo shed 

Around a mind by brightest truth endowed. 

XLV. 



The summer reigned in glorious beauty gay. 
And smiled on earth its softiest sweetest smile ; 
The young leaves rustled in the zephyr's sigh, 
And the sweet robin sang his evening hymn 
To the Creator of that radiant sun. 
Whose parting light was crimsoning the west. 
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XLVI. 
Again is eyening falliiig on the hilli 
That crowned the vista of Lord Elliott's lawn, 
And the bright diamonds of the evening^s dew 
Lay studding o'er a sheet of emerald green, 
And little streamlets mshing near the dell 
Mormnred their joy to every hazel shrub. 

XLVII. 
Calm nature seemed to send her incense up, 
Its last sweet offering from each closing flower, 
Which be it e'en the daisy of the field. 
The gay exotic or the opening rose, 
Pours forth its tale of one pure love supreme. 
And tells of blessings showered upon our lot. 

XLVni. 
How fair is earth, what wondrous beauty lies 
In all created by the Maker's hand ! 



Aye ! fiur it is, though «en«to» moftal 
But through the feelings of his own Uind wiD. 
Yes, hiight is earth, hnt sh ! 'tis hii^itcr fiv 
When loTe's sweet smiles n happj halo flmw 
Upon the precincts of its kreEest space ; 
Then all the rosy tints of Rowing hope 
Spread colours o*er a picture dull hefiore. 

XLDL 
But all this scene, though heantifbl and fiur, 
Seemed like a frown on nature's moumfiil &ce. 
Unto the eje of Ernest as he stood 
Within the shadows of the hazel delL 
What wonder that he seemed so sad and lone, 
For few there be who hold not one sweet spot 
Sacred from other soil, the space made dear 
By the fond presence of one most hehyred. 
Yes, sad he felt, for this fiEur tiysting-pkce 
He soon may see no more ; the word has come 
From his stem father, that his son should seek 
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The knowledge, wliich is only tanght by that 
One great preceptor, which is called the world. 

L. 
So far away, to other climes unknown, 
He must depart to mingle with his kind. 
And it was woe to leave so long the star 
That ever shone to guide his future lot ; 
But time or space could have no power to dim 
That beacon light of safety and of loye. 
The young man stood, for Ernest now had grown 
To man's estate, and e*en the fondest heart 
Could not have hoped more happy growth for him ; 

* 

The sweet refinement of the placid face 
Was fit companion for the large soft eye ; 
The stature tall, but slightly crippled still, 
Which you forgot to mark, or marking would 
Not heed, so high and noble was his mien. 
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LI. 
He stood in thonghtful sadness in the dell, 
' Till roused by one who well had served him long, 
Gay Bob the Eover, of the village-green. 
So nick-named by the villagers through love, 
For he had been baptized with due respect 
The name of " Roderick Roberts," which too stiff 
And formal seemed for simple folk, whose hearts 
Sat ever on their kind and honest lips. 
He was their pet and now he is their pride, 
His face is handsome, though 'tis sunburnt o'er ; 
His voice most pleasant, and his greeting that 
Which might have pleased in far a higher state. 
No hand as his so steady at the plough. 
So willingly fulfils the roughest toil. 
And serves his friend as freely as himself. 



J 
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Trusted by all, where trust is needed most, 

Though laughed at loudly for his merry ways, 

With temper good, and brains, though humble, clear, 

Affections warm, and heart and instincts true ; 

But loving danger for the danger's sake ; 

Most steadfast in a wild propensity 

To keep for ever on the wing of change ; 

Yet farther than the forest or the chase 

Fate had not let bold Eoderick ever roam. 

Oft had he dandled Ernest when a babe 

Upon his knee, and so he loved the child, 

And deeper grew the feeling for the lad. 

Until it rose to worship for the man. 

Lin. 
Oh ! there was many a tidy country lass 
That fain would have good Boderick for her spouse, 
But he — ^through folly, or caprice, or what. 
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Perhaps was wisdom — ^better liked a life 

<' Of single blessedness ;'' and so lie staid 

Alone, contented with his peaceful lot. 

** Good luck, Sir master,*' said the peasant friend, 

** There's many a heart as sad as yours to-day, 

There's many a tear will fall that gathers now 

To see you leave our simple village homes ; 

But listen. Sir, and give good ear I pray, 

If it were only for the old time's sake — 

And 'tis those times that bring me here to-day — 

LIV. 
** For long ago, when I was but a boy, 
I had a dream, which haunts me ever since : 
I saw a thing fly strangely through the air. 
But not with wings, or horses at its front. 
But such a boisterous cloud from out its mouth. 
That made it faster go each breath it took. 
Next mom I told my dream to Willy Ray, 
The boaster of our village, who laughed loud. 
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And said it was a railway-engine ; and 
Then I remembered on the eve before 
That Willy, who loved puffing forth more steam, 
Than truth's fair vaponr, told the strangest tale 
Of railways melting all away in smoke. 
And so, good master, ever since my dream, 
I'd crave no better fate than once to feel 
Myself borne off at snch a steamy rate. 

LV. 
" Ambition, Sir, is noble in its work, 
And mine so works that I must die or gain 
At last the wished for point, to feel myself 
In some snug comer of a railway truck. 
So pray you, master, take me where you go, 
I'll be your merriman or humble slave, 
Tear off the scalp of every Indian chief. 
Make love to all the Hindoos in the East, 
And swear no beauty half so fair as theirs ; 
And if they treat my master well, I'll vow 
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No English lady holds the smallest claim 
Upon the handsome stranger's hand or heart. 

LVI. 
*' Yon start, Sir Ernest, fear me not I beg, 
More eyes than mine have seen and known your love, 
This sndden jonmey is the plot of foes. 
At least the influence of your father's heir ; 
Frown not to hear an humble man like me 
Prate of your brother and the Lady May. 
Your cheek is blanched, be patient for a while ; 
The devil holds a bag which soon will burst, 
Watch thou the mischief hatching well within. 
Come deeper in the shadow ; I have heard 
That walls have ears, so trees may have them too, 
And plots may counter-plotted be ; then hear 
While scenes are shifted, and the play goes on.'' 
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LVII. 

The shades of twilight gather o'er the sky, 
And sink in deeper gloom the hazel deli, 
Save where the light reflected from some star, 
Which yet would beam serenely on the earth 
Like a fond eye in lingering gaze, all loath 
To tnm away from that which loved it best. 
Beneath that light a lovely maiden stood, 
Scarce sixteen summers bloomed upon her life, 
Her hair fell low, in golden ripples soft, 
Pushed loosely from a face of faultless cast, 
And streaming o'er her snowy shoulders, fell 
In graceful curls along her beauteous form. 

Lvni, 

She held a wreath of violets in her hand. 
On which her tears now sparkled like the dew,. 
And after looking long upon the floWers 
She cast it from her, murmuring the while, 
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** Go, senseless thing, no longer can thy spell 

Bind his light heart nnto his playmate now, 

Is there no pride within my maiden breast 

To crash the love that^s lying there unclaimed ; 

The feeling all unmasked for him alone. 

As though no other conld be worth the gift ? 

Can he be changed ? I was not always wont 

To loiter in this leafy dell alone, 

And now three days have passed since I have seen 

His face, or token of remembrance gained. 



LIX. 
" And yet, why do I blame him, no, ah I no, 
He is too noble far for falsehood's cloud. 
To cast a shadow on that nobleness. 
His voice is tender as in days of old. 
His eyes seek mine with their same loving light. 
And surely there are many ways beside 
That speak of love unaltered by the lips. 
E'en yonder wild flower at this morning's dawn. 
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Bearing its head in raptnre to the sky, 
Breathed from its petals silent worship, deep, 
Bnt now it droops as though its tender life 
Were dying ont bereft of that sweet light. 
And so, when he is gone, my bosom*s throne 
Feeling the void, seems bat an empty thing, 
Aimless and sad ; bat, oh ! when he returns, 
Hope springs afresh and joy ignites my heart. 
Go then, cold doubtings, like a sable pall 
You come between my vision and sweet faith. 
Screening the rays which she is sending forth. 
On which my soul should bask confidingly." 

LX. 

Is there instinct in the truthful heart 
That tells it of reciprocated love, 
And bids it hope even in the darkest hour 
When the loved object's worthy of its trust ? 
May started now, for whispering voices near 
Aroused her from her dreams to eager life, 
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Her bosom heaves, she sees her Ernest part 
With anxious brow from one hid in the shade, 
As though some conference of mighty weight 
Had taken place so close to where she stood« 

LXI. 

She called him back, bnt in a voice so weak, 
He heard it not, bnt passed more quickly on, 
With troubled face and gaze bent sadly down, 
In moody thought upon the starlit ground. 
Another figure now she sees depart, 
'Tis Bob the Eover, so she calls again ; 
And he looks back, but waves his hand in haste 
And onward walks — then pauses — turns again^ 
And seeing May alarmed stands eager still, 
Doffs high his cap, bows low, then goes his way. 

LXII. 
The girl dismayed, again looked round, but nought 
Save grassy plains with stately trees, and that 
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High mansion of her father's met her view ; 

How cold it looked beneath the young moon*s light. 

The iyy'd walls, the gables tall and grim, 

The marble statue o'er the open porch. 

All white and ghastly in the pallid gleam : 

She thought upon her father far away. 

And conscience smote her sore, for she deceived 

A parent ever kind to her and good. 

LXin. 
Lord Elliott loved his fond and only child. 
And always wished to see her bright and glad ; 
So, deeming for her happiness, it was 
He pledged his honoured word to give her hand 
In marriage to a cousin, who possessed 
Lands equal to her own, and generous heart. 
How very little thought, the stately lord, 
His daughter meant not to fulfil his pledge. 



▲inswobth's heir. 51 



LXIV. 
She loved yoimg Dndley as a tender friend ; 
So Consin Harry, when he was allowed 
The time hy college holidays, wonld come 
An ever welcome gaest to Elliott's board, 
Learning to like the frunk and friendly girl, 
As brother likes a sister, and no more. 

LXV. 
When time wore on, and May conld tmst him well, 
She told the secret of her hidden love. 
And brought yonng Dudley to the hazel dell 
Where first he saw bright AHce, whom he vowed 
To him was fairer than his cousin May. 
And still the pair before the father's gaze 
Spoke tender words, and seemed so well content. 
As lulled to rest his fears, if fears he felt : 
Yet was the conscience of fJEur May distressed, 
And she would vow to tell her 'parent all ; 

E 2 
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But Harry laughed, and reasoned, using well 
The logic taught by mixing with the world. 

LXVI. 
Soon Dudley spoke of love to Alice, who 
Though feeling for him more than she confessed, 
Forbade him mention it to her again ; 
And when once more he breathed his passion, she 
All sad and tearful said, that they should part. 
And never gave to such caprice a name. 
Her lover then despairing e*er to gain 
Her wilful heart, in madness left his home 
To journey in a far-off stranger land. 
And there remains still seeking every change 
That yet might tear her image from its shrine. 

LXVIL 
And she, when he was gone, how did she feel ? 
Though still so proud, the bitter tears at night. 
The restless pillow, and the joyless mom. 
The day as listless and her heart as chill 
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As if hope's sap had drained from oat her life. 

At times she longed to pour from off her heart 

The secret of her lot, revealing that 

Which parted them, to breathe into his ear 

A love as fervent as his own ; then came 

The chilling thought that he was gone : those words 

Eesonnded coldly in her wretched breast, 

Like some sad echo, '* Ah ! too late, too late !" 



LXVIII. 

All wondered why gay Alice seemed so changed. 
No longer now the song and merry langh 
Pealed forth in music from her rosy lips, 
Those Hps that still had worn a joyous smile. 
So altered now. Kind Ernest sought, with all 
His manly tenderness, to cheer and learn 
The secret of a sorrow but too plain 
To read upon her face, and often marked 
By those less watchful than her brother was ; 
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But nought could wring from Alice word or sign 
Even to him. But once to May she spoke 
In part of her great grief, who never since 
Had dared to breathe a name that once had been 
A dear familiar soond. Ah 1 often thus 
One little word can mar or make a life. 

TiXTX. 

Young Ernest hastened from the hazel dell, 
Now followed close by Boderick ; who, alarmed 
Lest a wild quarrel might ensue, for well — 
Although his favorite sought his brother with 
A good intent — he knew that Walter's pulse 
Would never brook one pleading word, or hard. 
Yet Ernest dreamed not that his humble friend, 
Like a true sentinel on battle ground, 
Was watching o'er his life ; for one dull thought 
Alone possessed him — Walter ; that bright being 
So fair in manly beauty, whom he deemed 
Li person one great type of fiftultless work — 
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GoTild there be liidden in that graceful form 
So black a demon as his fancy shaped ? 

Lx;x:. 

Not long he sought ; for Walter gaily came 
Along a shady path, scarce three yards thence, 
His brow all cloudless, and his face all frank. 
His greeting courteous, and his voice most sweet. 
Is this the villain Boderick painted him ? 
Oh ! foul suspicion ; no, so bright a thing 
Gould have no maHce in its fatal charms. 
And the high soul, in pity for the faults 
That lay within the glorious casket there, 
Could now weep tears of blood, if they would turn 
One grain of dross to purity and truth. 

LXXI. 
First, Ernest spoke ; unsteady was his tone, 
For sorrow quivered in each gentle word : 
** I sought you, brother, for too soon the day 
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Shall dawn upon as flEu: away from tliisy 

And I am sad to leave the happy home 

To which, alas ! I may return no more. 

Yon look surprised ; well, call it folly, but 

A cold presentiment weighs downs my heart 

As though some evil hovered o*er my lot. 

Why does thy cheek blanch, Walter ? Surely thon, 

Who never loved me, wouldst not love me dead. 

But stay a moment ; do not turn away ; 

I crave one word, but it must be as if 

We still were children by our mother's knee. 



Lxxn. 

^* Long, long ago, when childhood smiled around. 
And one dear presence brightened all our days — 
Our mother — then I loved a joyous child. 
Who seemed to me the flEurest form I saw ; 
And when our angel went to her own home. 
The boy to me had dearer grown, although 
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Our tastes were different, save in one respect, 
Ajid that divided all our after years. 

LXXIII. 

** But, Walter, we are pausing now upon 
The threshold manhood opens for our use. 
You are the elder ; enter then the first. 
Behold, within that spaee the flag of hope 
Is brightly waving. Seek it now, and win 
For Ainsworfch's heir the glory and renown 
His fathers won of old ; and the fair maid, 
Who came upon thy aimless life, and mine, 
Ab a Bweet saint beguiling care away, 
Now she, whom both must love, may yet be thine. 
For I have never dared to breathe the thought 
That is the essence of my earthly life. 

LXXIV. 
" How bright you look ! She well may love thee best 
Of all the world, and love thee too, with pride. 
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Thy form's replete with wondroas heantj rare. 

While I, alas ! am bat a cripple still. 

Go brother, Mend ; ponr oat thy passion now, 

And look npon me as the thing who woald 

Eesign his all to make thee worthier her. 

'Tis trae I loved her long ; that she has been 

At times a star, bat most of all a clond. 

That ever tamed to me in kindness still 

Its silver lining. Yes, alas ! a cload 
Which now mast darken all my fdtare years ; 

Bat when the days shall come that bears as hence 

To far off climes, 'twill be the last to raise 

O'er Ernest Ainsworth in his native soil." 



Lxxy. 

** Thoa'st learned to flatter. Sir," cried Walter, while 
The bitter lines of satire marked his face ; 
** Bat thoa art too romantic, whining boy. 
To dream thy wisdom shoald dictate to me. 
Ha I paaper brother of a noble heir. 
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Thon'st judged thyself, and rightly, cripple bom ; 
Bnt now, rejected suitor, thns I soom 
Thy tender Mendship and thy coward love.** 
He flong at Ernest's feet a glove, and trod 
With steady step a little space away. 

LXXVI. 

One moment Ernest gazed upon the thing 
So calm and lifeless at his trembling feet, 
As though a'serpent lay within its folds, 
Whose fiend-like spell was coiling round his heart, 
Stilling its throbbings, and arousing hate. 
But more than jealousy was struggling in 
That noble breast, as steadfastly he gazed 
Now all in sorrow on the glove of May. 

TiXXYII. 

'Tis true, he looked upon it as a sign 

Of love for Walter ; and his own pure tale 

Of passion, deep but hopeless, should remain 
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Unsealed, unspoken, save to heaven alone. 
Bnt the black plot of treachery and crime 
Eevealed by Roderick was too well confirmed 
By the small thing that lay before him there ; 
So, feeling nothing now bat one wild hope 
To save his brother from a deep abyss. 
Followed him slowly to the hazel dell. 

LXXVIII. 

The twilight shadows dark and deeper grow, 
Yet fairer shines the silver qneen of night ; 
And then the baffled girl sits down to weep. 
Within the stillness of the hazel dell. 
Not many minntes pass, when Pedro's bark, 
Like sweetest mnsic, falls upon her ear. 
She deems her Ernest near — and, looking up 
In happy expectation — sees another. 
'Tis Walter, and his face is glowing with 
The consciousness of glad success. He kneels 
In gracefal attitude before the feet 
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Of that pale weeper, pouring ont a tale 

Of warmest frenzy. May but turns aside 

And weeps the more, the more he pleads in vain. 



LXXTX. 

Then o'er and o'er he swears, and vows, and raves ; 

Bnt gently, calmly, she rejects his suit, 

And, rising proudly, motions him away. 

Indignantly he sprung from bended knee. 

Yet his bold eyelids trembled 'neath her look — 

The calm, determined spirit breathing forth 

So quietly from out her azure orbs 

Cows all his strength, and masters all his will. 

But Walter could not long be quelled ; and soon. 

In frantic rage, he caught her trembling hand— 
As birds of prey might catch a fluttering dove — 

While burning passion melted from his lips. 

Seething within her brain, and wounding all 

The pure refinement of her guileless soul. 
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LXXX. 

Oh ! love, thon sweet refmer of onr state, 

How mnch thou art belied in the mad fire 

That bnms up all thy tenderness and balm. 

When Walter's storm subsided, well he felt 

The step he took was false and cowardly ; 

And so, retracing — ^but, like April days. 

All cloud and sunshine — ^murmured softly forth : 

<' Oh, May, can love like mine rejected be, 

When smiles of thine are sunshine to my soul ? 

When I would pluck the grass on which thou'st trod, 

And worship it, as though my heart could liye 

Upon the thought that it so near thee was. 

Thou'lt say that heaven shall yet avenge a creed 

So impious. Let it be ; I all resign 

To call thee wife. ! beauteous May, retract 

Thy chilling words, for, girl, thou art my fate I 
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LXXXI. 
" Nay, start not so, nor vent thy bitter scorn 
On him who can avenge it. Thon dost think 
Thyself the chosen of a fool, who yet 
Ne'er raised his mind above his mnsty books; 
Bat, sweetest maid, thon'lt never be his bride, 
For I would tear thee from his crooked arms, 
Even at the altar's step, though it should rend 
* Thy spirit from its mould. May ! good May ! 
Thou olive branch, that ever waved above 
My chequered lot, to keep me e'en at peace 
With hatred and with pride, say thou'lt be mine, 
And aH this world shall turn to Paradise ; 
Or frown again, and hell shall ope her gates 
To close for ever on thy soul and mine. 
Nay, ne'er repulse me, for I vow 'tis vain, 
Thou'lt be my bride if skies above us keep." 
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Lxxxn. 

He flung her from him, rushing madly forth 
With deep low curses on his youthful lips, 
And bitter envy poisoning his rest. 
May, like a frightened fawn, looked quickly round. 
As though to seek some shelter from the storm ; 
And, seeing Pedro eyeing her as if 
In silent sympathy, the harassed girl 
Fell on his neck, as though she now had found 
At least in him a true and steadfast Mend. 
She did not see the tender look bent o*eF ' 
Her drooping form until a hand clasped hers, 
And the dear face her heai-t ached to behold 
Was now upturned to hers, all still and white. 
With deep emotion on his noble brow. 

LXXXIIL 

May could have clung to him as if his arm 
Could shield her from all sorrow and despair ; 
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But, blushing deeply, started fiist away, 
Forcing her hand from out her lover's hold, 
But paused delighted, now, to see her glove. 
Which dropped from out his breast ; her questioning eyes 
Sought his, and there read strange reproach. She said, 
** I left that yesterday, while gathering flowers 
On yonder bank ; and thou wert here, although 
We did not chance to meet. Say, was it so ? '* 
Her eyes again sought his, and love and joy 
Shot out to hers, whose lips, wreathed in a smile 
All bright and glowing as a noontide ray 
Falling upon a chilling bar of ice. 
Their melting hearts let loose their warmest tide 
To flow one moment from the soul of each. 
Which carried doubt away in one embrace 
Tender and sweet : no words were needed now. 



LXXXIV. 

Long Alice knew, and oflien grieved 'twas so. 
That May to each her brothers yet would prove 
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The thing to wither, or to crown one life ; 
For when the germ of love first sprang within 

Her own pnre breast, the instinct, ever true, 
Of maiden modesty had tanght her that 
May's shy reserve her deepest feelings cloaked ; 
And she wonld pray, and murmnr o'er and o'er, 
*^ Oh, Ernest ! brother of my loving heart. 
May thy suit prosper, and thy life be fair. 
While the usurper of thy rightful power 
May rest in freedom on his broken reed ; 
And, mighty heaven, give now thy bounteous aid. 
To guard true virtue from the snares of vice." 

LXXXV. 

She often trembled, for she feared the hate 
That might ensue when Walter learned the fact 
That May preferred the youngest to the heir. 
And dreaded much his hard determined will 
Might crush each obstacle that crossed his path 
To the bright object of the passion which 
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He could not conquer, or he would subdue. 

She trembled, for she knew the desperate heart, 

Made doubly so by coldness and disdain. 

Would give no check to yengeance, but would strike 

In secret deeply to the yictim's breast. 

LXXXYI. 

He who had eyery whim from childhood's hour 
So pampered, now could neyer bear to see 
What most he coveted possessed by one 
Whom most he hated, yet whom most he feared. 
He would not think of May as Ernest's bride, 
Lest he too soon might show the yicious sting 
Now hidden deep, but ready for its work. 
And so alarm what most he tried to hide. 
Suspicion where he meant to deal the blow. 

LXXXVII. 
Long May and Ernest lingered in the dell. 
With the bright love-light on the face of each, 

p2 
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As thongh no greater boon the world conld give 
Than hreathing side by side in silent bliss. 
At length he said, <* This little gloye of thine 
Shall treasured be through many happy hours, 
For drawing from thy lips the magic words 
That makes a very heayen of my life ; 
Thou'st loved the cripple whom thy kindness cheered, 
And now thou'lt bless him with this gentle hand. 



LXXXVilL 

** May ! sweet May ! too fully I*m repaid 
' For all the silent worship of those years ; 
The doubts, the fears, the bitterness of woe 
That racked my bosom, when I thought you felt 
Nothing but pity for the cripple boy. 
For as you grew from childhood's sunny prime, 
To burst more radiant into girlhood's bloom. 
You learned to scorn those trifles one by one 
That made the greatness of my aimless life ; 
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But now, oh ! now, too well am I repaid, 
No grief for me since thou art all mine own. 

*^ Yea, even this parting is a happiness. 

For when aflEU- 1*11 think of only thee. 

Which thy dear presence now prevents ; for *tis 

Too great a joy to press npon the heart 

That never throbhed with such a weight before. 

May, tell it me again ; thou lov'st me ? Yes I 

I read it in those eyes, those blushing cheeks ; 

Together we have plighted troth, and now 

No other soul can ever call thee wife. 

And e'en thy father will forgive us yet ; 

So let not fears a shadow throw upon 

The brightness of our hopes ; no power on earth 

Can part us now, dear May, my heart's sweet life !" 
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xc. 

He said ; when suddenly a langh, so hoarse 
And fiend-like, ratUed through the dell, as seemed 
Like some weird devil scoffing at their plans 
Of future happiness. The girl turned pale, 
And saw her lover start ; but closer clung 
To Ernest, who, to soothe and calm her mind, 
Though strangely puzzled by the sound himself. 
Smiled at her folly, while he searched around, 
But nothing could discover, save some leaves 
And branches broken from the hazels near. 



XCI. 

All fears forgotten in renewed discourse, 
May placed in Ernest's hand a letter, which 
A foreign post-mark bore. Lord Elliott spent 
Some time abroad, and now the letter came 
Renewing the unwelcome tidings to 
His gentle child, all stem yet tenderly. 
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That she should wed young Harry Dudley soon. 

** Wed with another 1" Ernest cried aloud, 

** No, no, sweet May ; let cousin Harry's fate 

Be linked with other destinies than thine, 

My promised bride. Why smiles my little May ?" 

xcn. 

** I smile, because my merry cousin long 
Has chosen for himself your sister, who 
His suit would willingly accept, but they 
Have had a quarrel, which I fondly hope 
Will yet be righted, for their hearts are true.*' 
" Ha ! is it so ? I thought the mystic maid 
Had some such secret from her brother, whom 
She calls Confessor. But now, tell me how 
This youthful fairy found her handsome mate.'* 

XCIII. 

* * Simply, my Ernest, by superior charms ; 
For when good Harry, my intended lord — 
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At least the lord intended bj my sire — 

Came on a visit to my father's hall, 

With due permission to pnrsne his suit. 

The inexperienced yonth had snch bad taste 

As to prefer yonr sister's charms to mine. 

Oh ! I have told my father o er and o'er 

I loved my cousin merely as a friend ; 

But then my parent laughed, and loudly swore 

'Twas just a friend like him I ought to love. 



XCIV. 

*' And when, still bolder grown, I bid him think 

Whether another might not win my heart, 

He laughed again, and said, '/ young ladies' hearts 

Went with their hands, or some one was to blame." 
No good can come of this deceit ; I fear 

My father's wrath, so many things I dread. 

And, oh ! this parting. Hush ! what sound is that ? 

The village clock. Alas ! how late it is. 

Depart now, Ernest ; I must liaste away. 
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£nt why art thou so pale ? An hour ago 
You radiant were with happiness and hope." 

XCV. 

" Oh ! teach me, May, with all thy woman's strength, 

To part from one much dearer than my life. 

Is it not very, yery hard, to rend 

Those loving links that hut one simple hour 

Had twined around us ? May, forgive me now ; 

My love for thee has made me weak indeed." 

Fondly they parted ; smiling, bade adieu. 

All happy in the consciousness of joy, 

In certainty of sweet reunion soon. 

XCVI. 
Deep shadows gathered o'er the silver stars 
That studded o'er the azure sky, and hid 
The moon's soft light, as midnight issued forth 
In sable robes to walk upon the earth. 
Fit hour for vice, that never feels repose ; 



74 ainswobth's heir. 

And its tall fonn stalked grimly from the bed 

Of Walter. Ldke a ghost it crept along 

The winding corridors, until it stood 

Beside the conch of Ernest, who at last 

Had sunk to rest in happiness and peace. 

The form bends o'er him now, and breathes bat scarce 

Perceptibly, while quietly it steals 

The glove that lay beneath his pillow soft ; 

Then, gazing on the sleeper in such hate 

As blotted out the lineaments of him 

Whom Ernest so admired, then Walter moved 

Away in triumph at his plot's success. 

XCVII. 

Next mom, when Ernest missed the glove of May, 

The truth ran through him like a flash of light ; 

And all determined now to hide his fears, 

Lest he should give his brother vantage ground. 

He grew more wary of his secret foes. 

He dreaded most for May, when hour on hour 
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Lagged slowly on, and she had not appeared 
Upon their try sting place. Emboldened now 
With deep anxiety, he ventured near 
Her stately mansion, but no sound or sign 
Of her loved form appeared upon his sight. 

XCVIII. 
His true companion stood beside him there, 

Gazing upon his master wistfully, 

Who, with a sudden thought, like that which rose 

In bygone days, which Pedro knew full well, 

For — watching still his master — as he wrote 

One hurried line, and tied it round his neck 

(Where oft May found her little notes of old). 

He bounded, conscious of the trust he held. 

Seeking for her who was so soft and kind, 

Until he came within a tangled copse 

Half ivyed o'er, where he had often found. 

In times gone past, the dear expectant girl. 
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XCIX. 

A sliarp low whistle, which he knew alone 

Peculiar to his master when he called 

Him ever to his side, now sounded near, 

And the next moment o*er his nohle head 

A cloak was folded, and the little note 

Was taken from his collar, while in vain 

Poor Pedro struggled, till a low sweet voice, 

But too familiar, fell upon his ear, 

While slowly fold hj fold revealed the face 

Known well, hut little liked, of Ainsworth*s heir. 

It took not long to read that single line. 

And Walter's glance ran o'er it while he said — 

** For him *twere hetter thought had found no voice. 

'Tis as I guessed ; an assignation, and 

They'll meet this evening in the hazel dell : 

'Tis right ; they'll have more lovers than they think. 

Now go, good dog ; 'tis well thy tongue is dumh. 

Else would'st thou blah unto my rival foe," 
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0. 

As Ernest with a measured step retamed, 
Haying received May's answer, he was caught 
In suddenness, and forced beneath the shade 
Of the old lime trees growing thickly there. 
'Twas Eoderick Roberts, and he raised his hand 
In token of a silence good for all. 
A few low words he whispered in his ear — 
** Sir, go not near the hazel dell to night, ^ 
There's danger prowling there for her and thee. 
One hour from hence I bring the Lady May 
Here to this haunted bower of gorse and fern, 
Where, if bad fairies can their revels keep. 
Will do less damage than the spirits which 
Are working mischief in the hazel dell." 

01. 
True to his promise, Roderick led the way 
By some few yards of her so late a child, 
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But now to lovely woman grown ; for slie . 

Pat all aside for him, her chosen one. 

'* Sweet Lady May, forgive an hnmble friend, 
Bnt one who loved you dearly when a babe," 

Said Roderick, as he whirled his cap about. 

Not awkwardly, but with an anxious air ; 

*^ And if my faithfulness dare make so bold, 

I crave thee give Sir Ernest now thy hand. 

If thou would*st ever link thy &te to his, 

For there is danger lurking o*er thy path. 

Nay, weep not, lady ; he is worthy more 

Than e*en this confidence, so great, of thine. 

Thou'lt soothe her now, good master, while I keep 

A watch around, for reckless foes are near." 

OIT. 

How well could plead the lips that through long years 
Had worshipped her in silence and in truth. 
That she would give the sacred right of love 
To be her shield from sorrow and from harm. 
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And did the maiden listen to the voice 

That found an echo in her tender hreast — 

That voice without whose tone the chords of hope 

Would lie within her torn and desolate ? 

Ah ! yes, she listened with her hand in his. 

And Hoderick read upon the face of each 

A deeper joy than he had seen before, 

While happy tones and blushes, smiles and tears, 

Beveal the purpose of each faithful heart. 

OIII. 

A week had scarcely passed from that sweet mom, 
When all the quiet villagers were roused 
To loudest tumult, for the loss of her 
Who was their friend and benefactress kind. 
And Ernest heard the startling tidings with 
A fiery heart, but cool, determined mind. 
Keeping close watch on Walter, who declared 
He would avenge so black and foul a deed. 
So days passed o'er, and still the gentle May 
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Was missing from her home. Her fiEither came 
In wild distraction to his castle walls, 
Seeking the dearest treasure of his wealth. 

CIV. 

His wife, who daily spent npon her knees 

Much of her time in prayer and solitude, 

Nor taking interest in her only child. 

Was roused in new bom life to blank dismay 

For loss of her she ne'er had missed before. 

Amid this panic, Roderick's sleepless wit 

Was sharpened, while he kept a ceaseless watch 

With Ernest, like two strange and mystic things, 

Prowling for ever in the stilly night, 

Seeing what was invisible to all 

Save those whose sight was quickened by the light 

Of love as truthful as the watchers felt. 
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One night, amid its darkness, they descried 

A form, perhaps more dusky than the time, 

Cronched low amid the fern ; it slyly peer'd 

Far in the distance, where two others lay 

As waiting, bat all muffled and disguised. 

One moment Boderick paused ; the next he held 

The figure in the fern with dangerous grasp, 

While Ernest gagged the struggling villain well, 
And tore from him, what riveted his gaze, 

A thing too long familiar ; 'twas the glove, 

The missing glove of May ! Bribes, promises. 

And threats, were used to win the ruffian o'er, 

Bnt that it was a symbol of success 

Could not be wrung from out his craven lips. 

CVI. 
They bound the struggling captive, but now felt 
A loss where they should hide him ; not within 

a 
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Lord Ainsworth's liall, lest Ainsworth's yiclons beir 

Should be forewarned of superior power. 

And so, forgetting eyerytliing but ber 

Wbom tbey sbonld save, or sbed tbeir life's last drop, 

Tbej led bim to Lord Elliott's borne ; and be, 

Feeling instinctively tbe captive wretcb 

Some way connected with his missing one. 

Kept silent until Ernest told bim all, 

Even bis passion for bis lovely cbild ; 

To wbicb tbe fatber bearkened in dismay, 

Cursing bis offspring, vowing vengeance deep 

Upon ber guilty bead, and bated cboice. 

CVII. 
Midnigbt was chiming, when upon tbe sound 
Came hurried footsteps through the spacious room, 
Where sat Lord Ainsworth, Alice, and the heir. 
Nearer they came, and each one started up, 
For tbe proud Elliott stood before bis foe ! 
But pale and bumble now, with nerveless arm 
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Hung by his side in helpless miseiy. 

Close on his step, with white and ghastly face, 

Game Ernest, bearing on his breast the form 

Of her he loved so tenderly, who lay 

Cold and insensible to joy or woe ; 

And placed her in the arms of Alice, who, 

Half wild with terror, chafed her chilly hands. 

ovm. 

One glance from Ernest shot on Walter's face, 
Who, like a ynltnre from his prey repelled, 
Sprang at his rival's throat in deadly hate. 
Bat Ernest, braver, stronger than the thing 
Foaming with envy and with blinded rage. 
Conquered at last, and Walter's quivering form 
Before him lay, one foot upon his breast. 
Lord Ainsworth, stunned in horror at the brawl, 
Looked on like one scarce wakened from a dream. 
Till Ernest turned, and told him that his heir 
Was the vile wretch who stole the gentle May. 

G 2 
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crx. 

I 

Sweet May, now qniyering wiUi returning life, 

Looked wildly round, then bounded to the side 

Of Ernest. Clinging closely there, she sobbed — 

*' Til never part thee more ; no, Ernest, no. 

Ah ! sirs, forgive me, for I am his wife." 

A short sharp cry ran through the vaulted room 

As Walter rushed in madness from the scene. 

While May, all tearful, knelt before the feet 

Of haughty Elliott, in whose working face 

The strife of bitterness and love was stamped. 

He gazed upon her upturned pleading face, 

Those deep dark eyes that spoke far more than words ; 

The small clenched fingers, and the wedding ring. 

Whose fatal circle was her only fault ; 

He looked on Ernest, who had twined his arms 

Around the pallid being by his side, 

As though to save her from her father's wrath. 
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ex. 

And now strange memories of the olden times 
Throng in his breast from out the blighted past, 
Sofiiening a moment all its ragged soil, 
Carrying away its anger and disdain, 

ft 

And leaving nothing bat the chastened heart 
Where dwelt the freshened lineaments of her, 

His first, last love ; for Emest*s yonthfol face 
Bore likeness to the woman he had loved. 
He gazed awhile, and then he mormored forth, 
Bat in a qaivering voice, as one who foaght 
A desperate battle with a flood of tears — 

CXI. 

'' Undnteoas one, no longer in my heart 
Shall blind affection call thee child of mine." 
He ceased, for Ainsworth's voice arose in grief — 
** Stay, stay, proud foe ; although thy one sweet flower 
Has twined its tendrils round the younger branch 
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Of the high tree where hatred ever hung ; 
Yet, like a lily, she is here unstained, 
And, though a wife, true daughter of thy house^ 
For Elliott's arms shall never need to blush, 
Emblazoned with the quart'rings of my sires/' 
Struggling awhile with anger, fear, and love. 
May's father louder cried in fiercer scorn — 
" Hence, wily Lord, for all thy coward race 
Shall long be cursed by Elliott's direst hate, 
And she who now is torn from off my hearth 
Shall yet regret she left a father's home. 
And, mark you, haughty foe, the time shall come 
When he so much beloved, your boasted heir. 
Shall sting you deeply, as I now am stung ; 
For he, a shame-bom reptile of the earth. 
In crawling to his power, shall crush thine own l" 
And then he rushed in madness to the roof 
Made desolate and drear for loss of May. 
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oxn. 

There was a moated fort in Ainsworth's park, 

Where Tillage gossips say the fiEuries dwell. 

Here Ernest hnilt for Alice and his bride 

A wild sequestered bower, where roses with 

The scented wood-bine interlaced, o'erarched 

With a thick canopy of ivy leaves ; 

A spot which well might be the secret home 

Of merry fays, to keep their revels in. 

Here joyfully the gentle ladies spent 

With book or work the tranquil noontide hour, 

Glad in its solitude ; sometimes they talked 

Of happy by-gone scenes, more often watched 

The rise and fall of angry billow's foam, 

Which in the distance moved in ceaseless power ; 

Or sketched the stately ships as on they passed, 

Deep in the placid bosom of the bay. 
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cxni. 

And nowy when antumn had his mantle cast 
O'er the next month to winter, there they sat 
In lively converse, until Alice said — 
'' Sweet sister mine, I praj thee tell me now 
The little mysteiy of thy glove and flight. 
Yon hlnsh. Ah I well, it is a painful task ; 
But, dear one, he can never hold a place. 
Even in a sister's hreast, who acts the part 
Of grovelling cowardice. My father's frown 
Forbade me speak of it to him ; indeed, 
I'd better like you'd tell it me yourself." 

CXIV. 

** Alice, my sister, 'tis a painful thing 
To tear the veil aside which kindly hides 
Unseemly marks of those so near of kin ; 
But well I know thy tender bosom feels 
More love for Ernest- — this has been my fiiult, 
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I 

And Walter's sad misfortune ; this I learned 

In part from my experience. Bat now list. 

I loved my Ernest from fair childhood's mom, 

But Walter feared, alas ! who felt for me 

A wild ihfataation. He one eve 

Found in the hazel dell the glove, which was 

A point gained for a quarrel. This our friend 

Good Roderick interposed that day« How well 

Do I rememher every moment when 

The pent-up love of years gushed from our souls. 

And, in exchanging vows, we felt for once 

A hliss, a joy, that seemed of heaven alone ! 

0X7. 

" Oh ! Alice, Alice, have you ever felt 
The one great throh that gives your after life 
New hope, new vigour, though your heart had found 
What it had longed for through long lonely years ? 
Thy cheek is blanched, dear sister. Oh ! forgive 
That the sweet memory of such happy hours 
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Shonld make me cruel in my selfish love. 
Bnt to my tale. That night the glove was stolen 
From Ernest, which confirmed all Roderick's fears, 
Who, urging me to wed, at length prevailed ; 
And scarce five days from that hore witness to 
The act which crowned with joy my life, since then. 
Yes ! I became a wife that mom whose eve 
Brought me a missive, which I learned too soon 
Was forged by Walter, praying me to come 
But for a moment to the hazel deH. 



-CXVI. 

" Full of glad trust in Ernest's tenderness, 
I sought the try sting place, where ruffian arms 
Were cast around me ; but, alas ! the thought 
Of so much violence makes me shudder yet. 
Suffice, they bore me to a strange lone house, 
Where first I saw the wretches' forms ; but they 
Were new to me. I craved, begged, vowed, and wept. 
Distraught with terror, but they heeded not. 
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Three days passed o'er, when Walter, hated now^ 
Was kneeling at my feet ; in vain I prayed. 
While he hut hoasted of his fiendish plot, 
Exalting in my loathing and alarm ; 
The glove should be the fatal symbol to 
His paid companions, and a bark should bear 
Me to a foreign land, where he alone 
Should be the master of my wretched fate. 

CXVII. 
** That night, when all was still, two hours before 
His demon purpose, with this diamond ring 
I cut the window of my prison, and 
Thrust forth a lock I tore from off my head. 
In hopes such clue might lead to my escape. 
Alas ! 'twas fruitless ; and they dragged me forth, 
Trembling in horror, wild in friendless grief. 
My foot was on the boat ; strong arms outstretched, 
I heard a voice speak low and tenderly, 
And fell upon my husband's throbbing heart. 
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Oh I how I bless my faithfdl humble Mend, 
Dear Roderick, who, with never-&iliiig wit, 
First won the secret of the base intent 
From an accomplice in the wicked plot. 
Thus was my marriage, thus its happy end.** 

CXVIIL 

' *0h ! darling sister !** murmnred Alice now, 
** Forgive the heart which never knew before 
That all things lovely could not be its own. 
How changed he seems ; how moody, pale, and sad : 
Mayhap remorse may call sweet virtue back.** 
<' Pray heaven it shall ; for, Alice, yesternight. 
My heart being filled with those past bitter wrongs, 
I had a dream most beautiful, though strange. 
But wrap thee well, the wind is growing chill. 
And the sky lowers with a threatening cloud ; 
Yet we are sheltered, and my mood is that 
Which would detain me later in this bower 
To tell thee of my vision. Listen now. 
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OXIX. 

'' I thought 'twas eyening, and the summer smiled 
Upon ripe com fields, as they shook their heads, 
WaTing their golden plumes beneath the sun, 
Whose rippling rays streamed on the feathery grain 
Of the rich harvest's bloom. I stood in joy 
Upon an emerald plain to watch his beams. 
Glowing and bright, fade into mellow shades. 
When like a monarch, weary of his^state. 
He looked for rest, while sheets of tinted lines 
Formed a rich canopy above his head. 

CXX. 

'< A form arose far in the distant space, 

Beplete with charms, all lavished from the wealth, 

Glorious as endless, of the vales whose light 

Can know no shadow, waning, or eclipse. 

No mortal she who thus was here arrayed 

In heavenly vestments, for her radiant robe. 
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Which rolled in glittering showers to her feet, 
Like that of angels ; on her brow she wore 
One sparkling star, which, traced in diamonds bright. 
Revealed her name — a sweet and holy name. 



CXXI. 
*^ Within her hand she held a glowing vase, 
And from it rose an essence which in heaven 
Was first distilled ; its faintest breath gave forth 
A life eternal. Shrinkinglj I gazed. 
While a strange thrill I never felt before 
Shot through each pnlse. I longed to clasp that form. 
But back she waved me, as more deeply bnmed 
The radiating gems whose light said ' Faith.' 
Yes, this was Faith, and that within her hand 
Was bliss — ^two drops from out the Godhead^s fount 
Of living waters, full of joy divine. 
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CXXII. 

'< I sought to speak *, she raised her hand of light, 

Pointing away through meadows of the past, 

Where first I saw a gay and lovely child 

Bounding along a vista rich with flowers 

Which, while he gathered, placed within the lap 

Of her who gave him heing. I knew the child 

Was Innocence, his mother Joy, who loved 

To see him sporting in the freshness of 

His own young heart ; I heard her pray and breathe 

A blessing on him. Then my softened soul 

Remembered her who watched my infant years. 

And, as I thought of her. Faith smiled again. 

She bade me turn, and I beheld the form 

Of Ernest, but in death arrayed, who now 

Was lost to earth and me. My heart grew hard^ 

I blamed my bitter fate, and looked in scorn 

To chide the heavenly vision, but it wept. 
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CXXTH. 
'* Then, gaping wide between ns two, I saw 
A yawning gnlf, from whence arose foul fiends ; 
And tottering on its brink I stood, while sight 
And sound were swallowed in the dreadful depth 
Of horrors, black and terrible. I cried 
In mad despair on Faith for help, but, oh 1 
She heard me not ; then one true heartfelt prayer 
Burst from the ferrour of my sinking soul, 
And the deep chasm became a verdant plain. 

CXXIV. 
** Half resting on a rosy cloud appeared 
Another form, robed in a cloth of gold. 
Bespangled o'er with gems ; the sapphire's blaze 
Blended with pearls, the topaz shone amid 
The rarest amethysts, each jewel with 
The purest radiants, decked her smiling brow ; 
Upon her breast reposed a gentle dove. 
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With plumage soffc and white, which she caressed, 

I felt the wondrous heauty of that form 

Could but belong to Hope ; the bird was Peace. 

OXXV. 

'' Sweet Hope then bade me kiss the lovely bird, 

Which, as I did, she stretched her jewelled hand 

And rested it upon my trembling head ; 

My heart expanded, for I felt as though 

A pulse was sent from them to enter there. 

I, glorying in my new-found joy, then raised 

My eyes to Faith in blind security ; 

But she, still cold, bade me go further on. 

And then a ragged urchin at my feet 

Was crouched all humbly, one whose wrinkled face. 

Upturned to mine, was deeply pitted o*er 

With marks of poverty ; sharp hunger's blade 

Had hacked its features till I scarce could trace 

The likeness of our Maker, who had framed 

Man in His image. It is true that sin 
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Can make our own deformity ; that sonls. 
By crimes polluted, spread their cankers far ; 
But *twas not sin that marr'd the tearful face 
Upturned to mine — *twas want and misery. 

OXXVI. 

'' I spumed the urchin from my path, and shrank 

In loathing from its touch, forming a space 

Between us two, then fled ; but, oh ! to And 

That gentle Faith was gone. I called in vain, 

Until I sought again the pallid face 

Of weeping Charity. I caught it now, 

And hugged it to my bosom, shedding tears 

Of pity and affection on its breast. 

The tears thus shed swelled till they grew in heaven 

The substance of bright hope ; then Faith outspread 

Her downy pinions, and I found therein 

The pleading form of Charity enshrined. 

Who, claiming me as kindred, prayed sweet Faith 

Would ope the gates of Paradise, to give 
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One transient glimpse nnto my sonl ; but death 
Had not released its mortal captive yet. 

oxxvn. 

'' Then Hope and Faith led me along sweet plains 

Of mellow fmit, whose luscious juice my lips 

Drank freely of ; bright citron groves and flowers 

Blended in harmony, fadeless and pure. 

Above was arched a bow of various hues, 

On which reclined the calm and gentle brow 

Of Charity, who held a snowy wand 

Half hid within the azure of the sky, 

Yet seen far in the distance, like a thought 

But half remembered : fair yet indistinct. 

It parted clouds, and music issued forth, 

Bearing the burden of a song of praise. 

But, as my soul seemed melting with delight 

Into a state of thrilling ecstasy, 

I woke to find each heavenly charm dispelled.** 



h2 
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cxxvin. 

'' A meaning dream was thine, sweet May, which tells 

Without true Charity all other gifts 

Are worthless. Hark ! Oh ! what a dreadful peal. 

Come, let ns hasten home ; the coming storm 

Has scared the very cattle from the field, 

And the wild sea is rising mountains high, 

Although the winds still slumber in their cares. " 

Another peal ; the artillery of heaven 

Thunders in echoes from the hollow rocks. 

And sudden lightning lights up all the skies. 

OXXIX. 

Near Ainsworth's castle reefs of dangerous rocks 
Well known to sailors on that dreaded coast, 
Lay buried now beneath the seething tide. 
A rapid change was coming on the heavens. 
And still the sky was not yet overcast ; 
But in the distance, on the horizon's verge. 
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Rises a spot which darkens by degrees, 

And widely spreads, till it becomes a cloud 

Charged with the thunders of a sudden storm, 

Prescient of danger, in the ocean's trough. 

Upon the waste of briny billows dark, 

A stately vessel tosses like a leaf 

Before the breath of heaven's mighty power. 

oxxx. 

Though fog surrounded, on she speeds for shore, 
But the strong wind has caught her in her course, 
And now she nears the dreaded spot of death ; 
Nearer, still nearer, till one mighty lash 
Has driven her helpless on the fatal rocks. 
She shivers, creaks, and sways, the thunders peal. 
And vivid lightnings leap from out the sky. 
Mingled with wild despairing cries for help. 
But down she sinks, until her battered stem 
Alone keeps rearing o'er the angry surge ; 
Then it at last ejects its living freight. 



102 AIN8W0BTH*S HEIB. 

While winds and waves in dreadfal concert roar. 
As if rejoicing io receive their prey. 

OXXXI. 

A woman's form was borne upon the crest 

Of a huge billow nearing now the beach, 

Where Ainsworth*s people gazed upon the scene 

In deep and silent horror. Boderick saw 

The floating form, still wafted steadily, 

While her long hair fell back like seaweed dark. 

Brave and true hearted, quick as thought he leaped 

Into the tide and fought his dangerous way. 

Buffeting boldly till his hand entwined 

The raven locks. One struggle — help ! a rope ; 

They sink, they rise. Hark ! now he hears a voice 

Piercing the clamour of the tempest's rage. 

'Tis May's. She hails him on — good courage yet. 

Again he struggles, and again her tones 

Sound in his breast, until he reaches land. 

And then she kneels beside them, while her arms 
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Support liis head, and tears of thankfiil joy 
Fall for a moment on his pallid &ce, 

OXXXTT. 

Amid the bustling of the tenantry, 

And servants busy rescuing the crew, 

Or helping passengers as best they might. 

Leading them safely to the castle, which 

Was ready as an hospitable home. 

Was borne the woman to Lord Ainsworth's halls. 

She was of tall and very stately mien, 

A dark-faced foreigner, with eyes of fire. 

With more of care than age upon her brow ; 

Quick and intelligent, but silent, deep. 

Prying, yet jealous of her dignity. 

And void of all that gentle breeding gives. 

OXXXIII. 

'Twas marked, ere many days were passed, that she, 
So cold to others, trembled 'neath the gaze 
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Of Walter, while her eyes shot forth to him 

A strange fond light ; her marble cheeks oft dyed 

To deepest crimson at his lightest word ; 

And when at first she saw Lord Ainsworth, death 

Seemed to congeal the life blood in her veins. 

A deep, dark mystery, like a chilling mist, 

Hnng over her inscmtable and cold. 

• • • • 



CXXXIV. 

A sullen wind is moaning through the trees, 
As o'er the sorrows of a mined world. 
Winter has come, and, like the hopes of man 
That rest on earth, the leaves are falling fast, 
Swept by each gnst, and whirled away in air 
From their parental source, and soon became 
A transient skeleton, — then earth again. 
Upon the borders of an ancient wood, 
The outskirts of a broad and fair demesne. 
Close by a war-worn keep of other days. 
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Which still held ont agaiost the storms of time, 
And still displayed the haughty Ainsworth's arms, 

cxxxv. 

Half hid with iv>-, nettles, gorse, and fern, 

A soHtary sportsman might he seen, 

Eifle in hand, hnt with a listless eye. 

Like one whose heart was hardly in the sport. 

*Twas Walter, watching for a fallow-deer, 

A straggler which had overleaped its hounds. 

Like his own passion in his love for May. 

Where was she now ? even at his father's house. 

Perhaps with Ernest, interchanging vows, 

Or laughing at the frenzy of his love. 

CXXXVI. 

Oh ! solitude, thou hringest back again 
With dread fidelity each word and deed 
That can add fuel to the jealous mind. 
Was it the missing deer that stirred the leaves ? 
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No ; 'twas an owlet, hooting as in scorn 

Upon the old escutcheon of his house, 

Which, as he gazed upon and read its scroll, 
As if he never yet had seen the words, 

He felt a presage, and turned deadly pale. 

cxxxvn. 

The sculptured crest a hand and dagger bore. 

Emblems of those which — from a conquered Dane — 

An Ainsworth, the first founder of his house, 

Cut with a sword-sweep at a single blow. 

In Mercia, when he rode the Paynim down ; 

And, under the supporters of the shield, 

Two blood-stained falcons proper, beaked and belled, 

In Saxon characters the legend ran. 

Nunc junior prior — " Now the younger' s first." — 

^* And so he is, by heaven, but shall not be ! " 

Thought Walter, with the rising blood of Cain ; 

" Or let me ever be what I am now, 

A cripple's laughing stock, and woman's fool. 
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CXXXVIII. 

'* My brother ! would I could deny such claims ; 

Nature almost disdains the tie of blood 

Which prompted us to battle from our birth. 

And marked him for a warning to the world. 

*Tis true that he resembles our good sire 

In the soft outline of his boyish mien, 

But not like me, in intellect and fire, 

Heir of his mind and of his fortunes too : 

'Tis true our mother bore a stainless name. 

But if degenerate minds and puny frames 

Beveal the changeling, we have changelings here." 

CXXXIX. 

Was it the owl again that laugh he heard. 
Or some creation of his heated brain ? 
Not so ; the sound came borne upon the wind. 
As through the parted branches of the shrubs 
One hasty look, intensified by hate, 
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Revealed enough, for it sufficed to show 

A shape like Ernest's, and a form like May's. 

CXL. 

Oh ! beautiful, and soft, and loving May, 
Little thou knowest all thy charms have done, 
Or what that guileless laughter will produce. 
Heard by the demon of a jealous mind. 
One instant, and the sight forsook his eyes. 
The power of darkness seemed to settle round, 
And then he heard the merry laugh again. 
And smiled a bitter and a meaning smile. 

CXLI. 

0, Cain ! thy very blood is coursing now 
Through these rebellious veins and that wild heart, 
For in the moment of his direst hate 
He feels his loathed foe within his power. 
Now is the favourite moment for the fiend 
To do his work, and he will do it well ; 
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No deadlier hate than Walter's ever humed 
Into the life blood of the heart's deep core — 
No fiercer love e'er fed a lover's fires, 
Or seared the conscience with its jealous brand. 

OXLII. 

One moment, and with deadly weapon raised, 

Fatal of aim, the marksman of his time, 

Whose shot no life had ever yet escaped. 

Had fired like lightning, and the form at once, 

Shot to the heart, leaped high into the air 
With outstretched arms, and then lay motionless. 

Swift as the wind, the murderer fied amain 

To where his victim lay, to glut his eyes 

With a last look of his detested foe. 

There lay the dead, but with a quiet smile. 

As if the soul had fled with joy from earth — 

But not the corpse of him he hoped to find. 

* * * * 



110 ainswobth's heib. 



CXLin. 

Two days of anxious nnrsing and good rest, 
With fiiendly skill and hospitable cares, 
Have quite restored the shipwrecked to themselves, 
And all, save one, have parted for their homes. 
That one, by far less welcome than the rest, 
The mystic woman with the dazzling eyes. 
Now recognized, with silent awe and fear. 
As Lady Ainsworth's maid of former time, 
Who left so suddenly at dead of night. 
And who was never heard of since that honr. 
A numerous party of distinguished guests 
Had also gone, and none remained behind 
Except the Lord's domestics, and their friends. 
Who hold high revel in the servants' hall. 

CXLIV. 

The wine cup and the song went gaily round. 
The fire burnt brightly through the light of day. 
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When raised the ancient steward of the house 

To qnafif a health to Ernest and his bride, 

Warmly responded to by all, except 

The frowning stranger with the fiery eyes, 

Who now glanced round, and, with a smothered curse, 

Befased the toast. Hot words arose, which scarce 

Were well begun, when, from its gilded frame. 

The Lady Ainsworth*s massive picture fell. 

CXLV. 

Then rose loud clamour at the castle gates. 

While the old blood-hounds barked with furious bay ; 

And knocks rang loud, and bells were torn in haste. 

When Walter, like a maniac's ghost, rushed in, 

Crying impatiently — ** Haste, noisy fools, 

Haste — quick, your aid ; speed onward fast, and find 

My murdered father in the hazel dell." 

Wonder and terror seized the listening train. 

While all fiew swiftly to the fatal spot 

Where May and Ernest, not an hour before. 



114 AINSWOBTH*S HEIB. 

Who scorned, repnlsed, bat secret kept from her 
So much beloved, my shameless perfidy. 

CXLIX. 
*^ Lord Elliott wooed me. Hush 1 thy birth was hid. 
In pity, by the mistress I had wronged, 
Whom not a week from thence became, alas ! 
The mother of a still-bom heir. But she. 
Unconscious of her loss, or my foul play. 
Nursed thee upon her bosom as her own ; 
So thou, the child of infamy and shame. 
Usurped the rights of Ainsworth's truthful lord. 
While I, in dread my guilt should come to light. 
Fled to a foreign land, where I have longed, 
In lonely solitude, to gaze once more 
On thy forgotten features, and to die. 

CL. 

*^ This bloody deed has made thee great, my son. 
And thou art now the master oi those lands. 
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Unless a craven heart belies thy hand. 

Vengeance is sweet» and thon canst humble sore 

Thy envied rival and his haughty wife, 

Who half a sister is to thee, alas ! 

The murderous act is secret ; not an eye 

Of mortal saw it : brave the danger out, 

And thou shalt be a lord of vast estate ! 

But let the coward brand thy guilty brow. 

And the dark scaffold is thy certain doom. 

Courage, my son, awhile. Hark ! now they come ; 

Yet no, that sound proceeded from that door ; 

It rattles — ^heaven, my child, we're lost, we're lost !'* 

cm. 

Pallid as death, with weak and tottering steps 
Moved Alice forward, till she calmly stood 
Before the woman's feuse in stately pride. 
And in impressive accents thus began : 
*' Cold stranger, thou who art a lie to alf 
Our kindly sex, tempt him no longer thus» 

I 2 
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Bat, ere the hand of justice track him out, 

Let him in mercy fly from this away. 

And thon shonld'st, too, depart, else thou wilt meet 

A guilty felon's fate ; in pity to 

The honour of our house, I pray thee fly. 



CLII. 

Oh 1 brother, thou who yet must claim within 
My sister heart much love, hear me implore ! 
Lose not a moment, ere the blood>hound's bark 
Shall tell thy foes thou*st killed thine only friend. 
She rose, and, tearing from a drawer, drew forth 
Caskets of jewels and a weight of gold, 
And thrust them into Walter's quivering hands. 



a 



«t 



CLin. 

Like one half comprehending what had passed. 
Awakening to each fact by slow degrees, 
Walter aroused at last. The stranger clung 
To him all wildly, but he cast her forth 
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With a deep curse npon her tight embrace. 
One moment more, and Alice on his breast 
Wept tears of keenest agony ; the next, 
And he had fled for ever from her sight. 

CLIV. 

The gnilty woman stood, in withering scorn, 
Gazing upon the maiden's tear-stained face. 
Who now sobbed forth, all gentleness again — 
'^ Oh ! stranger, {hou did'st say the tender being 
Who gave me life is stainless, good, and true ; 
For this I thank thee ; I have felt the breath 
Of yicious slander on her sacred name. 
And now her child can prove no stain was there. 

OLV. 

" Oh ! now the thought, the fear of all my life, 
That parted me from Dudley's treasured love 
Is gone, though he and I may meet no more. 
Yet thou, my mother, whom I never knew. 
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My angel Mend, my own sweet memory, 
Whom I have pictured throngh long lonely years 
As something fair and lovely, on whose face 
One cloud kept lowering ; I can see thee now, 
Enshrined in virtue's temple, pure and true.'* 

OLVI. 

Slowly and sadly bore the grieving throng 
The bloody corse of Ainsworth's honoured lord^ 
His grey hair clotted with the crimson gore, 
£[is white face stilled into its last cold look. 
They came in silence ; for no word, no sigh 
Revealed regret, yet every heart was sad, 
And every head bowed low in bitterness. 
While bearing him to his bereaved home. 
Losing the dear familiar friend of years. 

CLVn, 

A lasting shadow fell on Ainsworth's house ; 
No gay rejoicings hailed the youthful heir ; 
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And the wild mmours of the foreign maid, 

Now fled again as strangely as before, 

Once more made food for gossip, while each heart 

Was knit more closely to the lovely wife 

Of Ernest, now their lord, but who had been 

Always the idol of their fondest love. 

OLYin. 

Far to a southern cHme the murderer fled. 

Goaded for ever with a fell remorse ; 

Beduced by want, and seeming doomed to sink 

Quite unbefriended to an early grave. 

One night, when on his pallet, sick to death, 

A kindly voice fell softly on his soul. 

Striking the chords of memory, which brought 

Back to his mind sweet thoughts of bygone years : 

And still he listened to the voice, afraid 

To ope'his weary eyelids, lest the dream 

Should be dispelled ; and then his name was breathed. 

While a soft hand pressed his all tenderly. 



120 ainswobth's heib. 

And Walter saw a friend of olden times 
Beside his conch, in silent sympathy. 
'Twas Harry Dndley, all surprise and grief, 
To find that form, once nohle in its pride, 
Sunk to the misery of its present state. 



CLIX. 

Was this the friend who, not a year before, 
Bevelled in fortune's smiles ? the haughty heir, 
The pride and hope of Ainsworth's ancient name ? 
Young, yet the furrows of deep care had seared 
£Qs wasted brow ; the limbs a sculptor might 
Have made his model are no longer round. 
But white, emaciated all. He lay 
Poor and alone, and in a foreign land, 
With no dear hand to close his dying eyes 
Or shed a tear upon his lonely grave. 
Where was the father whose indulgence killed 
The little seed of virtue in the child ? 
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What hand is reaping now the poisoned gnin 
Of the dread haryesi in the inll-grown man ? 

CLX. 
In shuddering awe one moment Dudley stood, 
£nt, prompt to act, he lost no time in thought ; 
"Vnth sleepless kindness, and nntiring zeal. 
He watched for weeks heside him, smoothing care. 
And tending him with aU a woman's skiU, 
Then spoke of sweet forgiyeness and of heaven. 
Urging the prodigal to prayer and tears. 

CLXL 
And soon the sinner told his tale of crime. 
Spoke of his hirih, revealed its cheating scheme, 
While from the darkness sprang a welcome ray, 
Lighting the torch of hope within the breast 
Of the rapt listener, for he fonnd within 
The mystery of Walter's birth, the clue 
That parted him and Alice, and he felt 
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Her scrapnlons mind wonld never stoop to bring 
A shadow on her husband's hononred name. 
He understood a hint she gave him once, 
Of a strange blot npon her mother's fame. 
The truth now flashed npon him, while the bar 
Which held true hearts apart was broken down. 

CLXII. 

One month of suffering, of pain and grief. 
In deep repentance, shame, and bitterness, 
And a strange calm came over Walter's breast. 
At first 'twas like a lull within a storm. 
As weary nature sobs herself to sleep, 
Then rose again in fiercer, sterner power, 
And fades in distance quickly off again. 
Then it returns, but sweetly, warm and low, 
Like a soft sigh upon a tranquil lake, 
Bearing glad music in its balmy breath, 
Which charmed the angry storm away, and now 
You feel secure it will return no more. 
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CLxin. 

So from that black despair stole gentle hope, 
As a fair star from out the clouds of heaven, 
Eevealing to the sinner love and trust, 
That o'er his bosom never came before. 
He pass'd in calmness to the grave-yard*s rest ; 
And, like the thief upon Mount Calvary's cross, 
Condemned by man, let him in silence pass. 
For in the peace of vales which cannot fade. 
He may have found a happier home than here. 

CLxrv. 
Three years have passed in sunshine and in showers, 
And now Lord Ainsworth's house is coming forth 
From out its shadow int.o happiness. 
'Tis harvest time, and all the village green 
In glad confusion, hearty cheer, and noise. 
Old dames are chatting in their finery. 
And young maids flaunt their ribbons gay about. 
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Smiling in archness at each peasant swain, 
Who, all delighted at their own attire, 
Smile at the sweet coqnettes in pride again. 

CLXV. 
Then all is bnstle, langhter, and qnaint wit. 
While old and yonng are jostled in the carts. 
Strewn with new hay, green branches, and rosettes, 
Which bear their happy bnrden to the dance 
And festive scene in Ainsworth's crowded lawn. 
Where lord and peasant, on the equal ground 
Of virtue's honest soil, meet heartily. 

OLXVI. 
And now, when all a willing homage paid 
To the good cheer of merry harvest home, 
Sweet May and Boderick lead the stirring dance. 
While Ernest with a bashful village belle 
Is tripping lightly o*er the verdant sheen. 
Loud came the music, louder pealed the bells, 
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Bonfires were lighted, rockets flashed on high, 
Myriads of colours streaming from the trees, 
Blended their hnes in richest harmony. 

CLXVn. 

Why are two figures lingering far apart, 
Seeking a spot so lone from mirth away ? 
Yet even they are smiling, and the maid. 
Hiding her hlushing face, cannot disguise 
The rapturous joy within her swimming eyes. 
A nohle form heside her whispers low, 
In hreathing words of love, within her ear ; 
And Harry Dudley deeper, deeper hends, 
Till Lady Alice raised her head, perhaps 
Too suddenly, hut still her rosy lips 
Come in strange contact with her lover's now. 

CLXVin. 

Still pealed the music, still rang out the bells, 
On went the dance, and louder grew the laugh ; 



126 AINSWOBTH*S HEIB. 

More wood was heaped npon the honfire*s hlaze, 
And the rich wines more swiftly flew around ; 
Even the old threw off the yoke of years, 
While fancy here them to their first young spring ; 
Sunshine and flowers, joy, hope, and happy love. 
Peace and contentment meeting merrily. 
Then there arose a cheer, both loud and long. 
Clasping of hands, and welcomes all around ; 
Greetings and smiles, prayers,blessings,and good words, 
As Harry Dudley bore his promised bride 
In joyfal triumph to the merry dance. 

CLXTX. 

And hark, oh ! hark, a sweeter strain is borne 

Upon the breath of ripest harvest bloom, 

Gushing from hill and dale, from glade and bower, 

Echoing sweetly down the valley's slope. 

To linger long within the hazel dell. 

As memory dwells upon its brighest dreams. 

At the new strain leaped Pedro from the feet 
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Of his fond mistress, adding to the mirth 
By his wild capers, while yonng village maids 
Come with light footsteps o*er the springing sward, 
Welcomed with many a genial smile of May's, 
To whom they move all timid, like yonng fawns. 
Bearing a wreath of laurel, which they place 
In love and reverence, and pride and joy. 
Upon her hrow, whose hope is— Ainsworth's heir. 



<j^KS>^^gs'CLj^ 



MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 



SILENT HOUSEHOLDS. 

Thehe's silence in the household, there is silence 

everywhere, 
What once was glad with cheerful sounds now sinks 

in dull despair ; 
There's silence in the household, where breasts with 

anguish thrill. 
No sound is echoed from the harp, whose chords are 

loose and still ; • 
And silent is the bleeding heart, whose throb may rise 

and fall. 
When youth and hope, and joy and love, lie 'neath 

the sable pall. 
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When that which was thy second part, spark of thy 

being's life, 
Has sunk within the arms of death, who conquers in 

the strife ; 
When once the flood-gates of the soul its deepest 

spring lets flow, 
'Tis not in mortal power to stay that tide of mighty 

woe. 



There's silence in the household, there's a young wife 

sad and lone, 
All white and tearless by the corpse of him she long 

had known ; 

Of him to whom she ever turned, through happy 

*■ 

wedded years, 
To share her many little joys, or chase away her tears. 
He was her changeless staff and shield, in sunshine 

and in cloud, 
And now she gazes on his form^ wrapped in the 

funeral shroud, 
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And feels the world is very dark, and that she longs 

to lay 
Her head heside the hreathless thing, and pass from 

earth away ; 
No more to feel the aching void, to see the empty 

chair, 
To miss her treasured life of life, and live in calm 

despair. 

There's silence in the household ; 'tis manhood now 

that hends 
Beneath the hnrden of a grief that nohle vigour lends ; 
For it is lovely, though 'tis sad, that stalwart youth 

4 

to see 
Stand firmly hy his mother's corse in speechless 

misery. 
He tiiinks of joyous infant years, of thoughtless 

childhood s time, 
And those soft tears upon his cheek that honour 

manhood's prime ; 

k2 
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He takes the clammy hand that once had owned a 

loYing speU, 
To guide each trembling, tottering step, each childish 

grief to quell ; 
Presses one kiss upon its palm, and meeklj bows 

his head, 
With one deep blessing and a prayer upon the 

honoured dead. 



There's silence in the household ; here's a youthful 

mother now. 
With thorns of keenest sorrow deeply pressing on her 

brow; 
Here woe sits wailing by a cot, a lonely cradle bed. 
Where once the light of rosy hope had holy lustre 

shed; 
Where little arms outstretched in glee, and innocence 

once smiled, 
When loving parents watched in pride their boy, their 

only child ; 
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Yet even here the reaper comes with sickle sharp and 

cold, 
To cut a hudding flow'ret down, whose leaves shall 

yet unfold 
Within a hrighter, fairer soil, immortal in its hliss. 
And yet that weeping mother now would have it bloom 

in this. 



There's silence in the household, for some idol there 

enshrined, 
Which round the core of loving hearts too fondly had 

entwined, 
Has fallen from its pedestal ; alas ! 'twas only clay ! 
Yet is perhaps immortal raised, far, far from earth 

away. 
Called hence that hearts which worshipped here, 

might so be drawn on high, 
For where our dearest treasure is, there must our 

thoughts draw nigh. 
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So fjEiithful wife and son bear np, bless prayerfiilly your 

pain, 
It is a silent voice from God, that bids you meet 

again ; 
And, weeping mother, dry thy tears, strive with thy 

anguish wild. 
Look heavenward now, an angel sings, that angel is 

thy child. 



There's silence in the household ; yet, ah ! no, not 

silence all. 
For music softly whispers from beneath the sable pall ; 
There is a sacred halo round the loved one's lifeless 

head. 
Like rainbows in our earthly sky, that rarest beauties 

shed; 
And there's a holy echo in each wet and wormy sod. 
That bids thee strip thee of thy sins, and robe thee 

for thy God, 
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For in each breath, each look and smile, and on 

each sigh and tear, 
We listen to a warning from the sweet angelic sphere, 
Which tells us though our homes be still, though all 

be sad and lone. 
There is a joyful household yet, which we may gladly 

own. 



NO JEWELS FOR ME. 

And those gems are so dear ! well, 'tis all very queer. 

That such pains should be taken with me ; 
By this beautiful dress one might very soon guess 

Ma is hiding what plainly I see. 
For those jewels so rare, thus entwined in my hair, 

And those bracelets my wrists meant to span. 
Are a trap, well I know, into which I'm to go, 

And be wed to a horrid old man. 
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He has riches in store, they repeat o*er and o*er, 

But I know who is richer by far. 
And the jewels he'll bring is a simple gold ling, 

So what then can its happiness mar ? 
For his love can impart the sweet wealth of the heart, 

And shall poor all its treasures on me, 
Who I know fondly waits at the village chnrch gates. 

Just to ask when his bride shall I be. 



Poor Mamma now may weep, and her rare jewels keep, 

They'll not purchase my love nor my will, 
For my mind is so staid, though I'm not an old maid, 

That I'm true to my young lover stilJ. 
So the old man may swear, not a pin do I care, 

For my bosom is bursting with glee. 
And to-morrow he'll find I could not change my mind, 

Since the gem of my Willy I'll be. 
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WHEEE IS THE SUMMER GONE ? 
Oh I where is the summer gone, mother ? 

With everything lovely and fail', 
Whose light not a shadow could cover. 

For joy teemed like dew in the air. 
My fresh heart kept dancing for ever. 

As lightly I tripped on my way, 
I fancied a sorrow would never 

Disturb my young life's happy day. 
The flowers still are blooming as brightly, 

The hot sun is gemming the sea. 
The sweet birds are singing as lightly, 

And yet 'tis not summer to me. 

Last year, when the spring buds were sweetest, 
They placed a bright crown on my brow. 

The best joys are ever the fleetest, 

How heavy the same thoughts are now ! 

Ah ! why does my heart feel so weary ? 
I seem to have grown very old ; 
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The whole world is altered and dreary, 
Each life-pulse heats sadly and cold. 

Tme friends still around me are smiling, 
Sweet nature is radiant with glee ; 

The hlue sky is fair and heguiling, 
And yet 'tis not summer to me. 

Oh 1 where is the summer gone, mother ? 

Why does it not rapture impart ? 
Ah ! tell not this thought to another. 

The summer's gone out of my heart. 
You chide me for vainly repining, 

And hid me he happy and gay, 
Alas ! with thy love round me twining, 

Hope seems to he passing away. 
Oh 1 hring hack my freshness, sweet mother. 

Drain out every drop from the sea, 
Call stars from the heavens, dearest mother. 

And then 'twill he summer to me. 
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THE MAORI WIDOW.. 

The wind sings dirge-like in the Maori's pah, 
The moon shines dimly, like a '' sheeted ghost/' 

And, like the native warriors, pass from view, 
The glorions vanguard of the heavenly host. 

While in the storm the Maori widow comes 
With tottering footsteps on her weary way. 

Who bears the sacred bnrden of the dead. 
And panses not, or pauses but to pray. 

She tore the corse from out the distant grave, 
Dug up that bed with weak and trembling hands ; 

She longed to press once more that cherished form, 
So coldly buried in those hated sands. 

She longed to kiss again that noble brow, 
To gaze upon her husband's long-loved face ; 

Though bloody wounds were marked by foemen there, 
Nought from her heart its hero could efface. 
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He fell in battle, yet his sacred clay 

Shonld neyer moulder in the stranger's soil ; 

And so she bears him to his native land, 

Tottering, yet strong beneath her loving toil. 



She does not feel the storm, for in her heart 
Bage fiercer throes than winds or thnnders loud ; 

She only sees his cold and lifeless form, 
And wraps her scarf around it for a shroud. 



Her breast is naked, and the bitter winds 
Beat on her bare and wildly throbbing head ; 

She knows it not, she only feels the void, 
The vacant place that hope left when it fled. 



At length she pauses, for her weak limbs fail. 
And sickness masters for a time all power ; 

She lays her cherished burden on the grass, 
While on his brow the torch of lightnings lour. 
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How tenderly she gazes on those lips. 
And wipes away each drop of death's red foam ! 

She wept a little while, then bore him on, 
On through the storm, far to his native home. 



No, not for him the stranger's lonely grave, 

"Where faith and love their vigils ne'er could keep ; 

And so she strove to bear him homeward still, 
That she beside his grave might watch and weep. 



On, on still bravely, buffeting the storm, 
But now on feebly, for the weary rest ; 

The dew of death is creeping o'er her limbs. 
Oozing from out her sick and frozen breast. 



She pauses, trembles, falls ; no home in sight, 
No friendly voice to calm her wild despair. 

She creeps still nearer, closer to the dead. 

Takes one long look, then sinks beside him there. 
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She neyer moved again, except to smile, 
As if her spirit fomid its straying part, 

When the soft breath was straggling through her lips, 
From the last sigh that heayeci: her broken heart. 

Oh ! tenderness snblime 1 true woman thon, 
Who dared the storm, the battle-field, and strife ; 

True woman, yes ; for what's the world beside, 
Since he is gone, the one life of her life ? 



SPRING BUDS. 

0, WELCOME, sweet buds I to this fair world again, 
Bright,bright be your blossoms, and long be your reign ; 
The dew that you hold in each young fairy bell. 
Like tears in the depth of true gratitude's .cell. 
Falls purely around with a magical power, 
Befreshing the soil of each bosom and flower. 
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0, welcome, green buds ! thongh I gaze with a tear, 
For summer's last promise tamed yellow and sere ; 
The bnds that then came eyery battle to brave, 
Fell withered and lone upon many a grave ; 
And now yon are UTing in beanty most gay, 
Where live hearts are buried with cold ones of clay. 



O, welcome, fresh buds I for you brighten the sod. 
Where loved ones are lying who rest with their God ; 
Ah ! who would not have you to smile on the place, 
Where love springs the fondest from memory's space ? 
Then smile in your sweetness, still smile on that mould. 
For short of your bloom it is lonely and cold. 

0, welcome, young buds 1 you are welcome to me, 
My heart is expanding with blossoms as free ; 
The leaflets of hope grow from sorrow and care, 
And fold on my bosom its chaplet most fair ; 
How gladly I hail you, fresh, beautiful things. 
There's peace in the verdure your birth ever brings. 
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0, welcome, green buds ! with your odour so sweet, 
Keep opening around us, our senses to greet ; 
Be gay in the valley, be gay in the glade, 
Kind children of nature, that brighten each shade ; 
And back to each bosom your freshness may bring 
The joy that can blossom like buds of the spring. 



LINES WEITTEN IN AN OLD BOOK. 

Gone, gone for ever. Oh ! thou one beloved, 

And this is left to speak to me of thee — 
An old worn book ! but what a priceless thing, 

More dear to me than wealth of earth or sea. 
Thine eyes have traversed o'er its simple space. 

Thy hand was pressed where now I hold my own. 
And the sweet spell of memory, ever true, 

Speaks to my soul from thy loved spirit flown. 
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Oh ! dear memento, o'er and o'er I search 

Each page, in hope some withered flower to find, 
Some little mark which thou had'st placed within, 

A link from other years my heart to bind. 
But 'tis in vain, nor do I need their power ; 

Too keenly feels my heart what it hath lost ; 
Back o'er life's sea affection's eye is turned, 

Watching the ocean which thy bark has crossed. 

Gone, gone for ever ; yet each time-stained leaf 

Keeps breathing words of thine within my heart ; 
Thy image seems impressed in every line, 

And every page some memory can impart. 
I hide the faded token from the world, 

A careless glance it shall not ever brook ; 
This may be weakness, yet I love it well, 

Too well, perhaps, to love an old worn book. 
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DEARER TO ME. 

In the days that are gone, in the days of my girl- 
hood, 
I tnmed with a fresh loying heart nnto thee, 
For I felt that the strength of thy bosom's deep well, 
would 
Refresh all my life with its loye-tide and glee. 
I was like a weak plant, wild and timid and shrinking, 
Still fearing to meet with the world's chilling gaze. 
But the light of thy truth, when my young soul was 
sinking, 
Fed life in my bosom with love's tender rays ; 
And I bless thee, I bless thee, my kind one, my 
darling. 
When even in silence I turn unto thee. 
So the long years go o'er us, my own one, my dar- 
ling, 
And each one has made thee but dearer to me. 
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Oft they told me the cold world would yet change thy 
kindness, 
That others wonld claim in thy bosom a share ; 
And they scoffed at my faith, for they said it was 
blindness, 
The wealth of my heart on snch yentnre to dare : 
And I knew, if the wreck came, each hope wonld be 
broken, 
And lie on my heart-strings like ice on a flower, 
Which, bereft of the snnshine, like love's gentle 
token, 
Mnst wither and die 'neath the icicle's power. 
Bat I felt thon wert true, and I loved thee, my darling. 

My life grew with thine both in sorrow and glee ; 
So the years may pass o'er us, my kind one, my 
darling. 
And each one shall make thee but dearer to me. 
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THE CABIN AKD THE CASTLE, 

THE CABIN. ^PABT I. 

Dewt morning breaks in gladness. 
O'er fair meads in verdant sheen, 

And the rising sun is gently 

Gazing back night's bashful queen. 



Calm and peacefal are the meadows. 
Bright with dew unsipped as yet. 

Tiny mnshrooms all securely 
From night's bath look up still wet. 



Summer morning, soft and silent, 
Who can ever taste thy sweets ? 

Who, except the peasant lowly, 
All thy joyous freshness greets ? 
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He, with thy young dawn arising, 
Nerved with manly strength and will. 

Seeks thy mnch onsonght-for pleasures, 
Over plain and over hill. 



While his hosom's king is ever 
From the baser passions free. 

Envy, hatred, pride, ambition. 
Scared, before contentment flee. 



And he neyer thinks that greatness, 
Though so humble, stamps his brow ; 

Yet the soul, with truth that's lighted, 
Must be great, though at the plough. 



Simple hearts which beat with kindness. 
With their fellow-men at rest. 

Must be noble, though but lowly, 
Is not kindness nature's crest 9 
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And the silent deeds of goodness, 
Seen by none, or else by few, 

Show a conrage, braye, nnselfish, 
Froying honour high and tme. 



See the peasant go to labour, 
Joy npon his ruddy cheek, 

While his cheerful song and whistle 
Peaceful happiness bespeak. 



Be he old, is there not vigour 
In his brawny wrinkled hand ? 

And the marks which toil has planted 
Big with honesty expand. 



Mark him stoop with scythe which sharply 
Sweeps the chaffy grain away. 

Simple, pleasant, always thankful. 
Though his head be bald or grey. 
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Every day new promise lending, 
Every night as fresh as mom, 

Still the same strong will and hosom 
Helps to bind the hay and com. 



Should, perhaps, a bine-eyed maiden 
Peep within his cabin door. 

And a brighter ray of snnshine 
Stream npon the flaggy floor ; 



Shonld the peasant feel the magic 

Of the rosy witch's wile, 
And the brighter ray that entered 

Throngh his heart, beam in his smile. 



He is nature's child, and heaven. 
In the humblest as the king, 

Plants the seed of God's own sweetness. 
Which with love in each can spring. 
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And the poor man woos in honour, 

Weds the simple working girl ; 
Though the gem be rough 'tis precious. 

Lowly lies the purest pearl. 



Rural pleasures, calm and homely, 
Free from en^y, care, and strife. 

Honoured be your unfelt greatness. 
With simplicity so rife. 



When respect true right is claiming. 
Higher place to thee should bow ; 

Honoured be thy cheerful labour. 
Honest driyer of the plough. 



Now farewell to hill and valley. 
To another sphere I go ; 

Truth shall waft me o'er its waters, 
While in nature's bark I row. 
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And I trast that, like the peasant, 
Though in poorest thoughts arrayed, 

I shall gather many blossoms, 
Finding sweets in every shade. 

THE OASTLE. PABT H. 

Loud blows the wintry wnd o'er hill and dale, 

« 

Drifting the snow-flakes on its chilly wing. 
Dotting cold windows with their feathery spray, 
Like the white blossoms on the trees that cling. 

Bleakly it howls against the castle walls. 
Unheard within, for all is warm with wealth. 

Where ladies throng amid a lordly host, 
And all seem sweetly bright with joy and health. 

'Tis well if we can feel that all which seems 
Is more than seeming, more than studied art ; 

So here 111 shrink behind a magic screen. 
To see each puppet act its worldly part. 
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And strip gay fancy of her borrowed charms, 
To learn the secret spring of working minds, 

To drag aside the veil that each one wears, 

The cloak of sin, the shield that pride thus finds. 



Along that hall the voice of revel comes, 
Mmgling with music soft and fairy-like ; 

A lovely maid, bedecked with jewels rare, 

Takes np her lute, its trembling chords to strike. 



Her eye roams strangely round the brilliant space, 
And rests npon a form of noble mien ; 

But he is gazing on another now, 

Who fondly seems his bosom's chosen qneen. 



One glance she cast upon him, then arose 
In stately pride, and coldly moved away ; 

Bat all the wealth his chosen bride can bring 
Is not so precious as that simple lay. 
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And now I mark another noble form, 

But on whose brow ambition sets her seal ; 

Whose deep-set eye, and lip's unswerving curl, 
The disappointed statesman still reyeal. 



Further apart a ruined gambler sits, 

With eyes that glitter very fierce and wild ; 

What maddening thought is goading him to death ? 
His heart is with his wretched wife and child ! 



The dark and bitter gall that poisons life 

Spreads o'er the sweetness that was living there ; 

And yet he seems to laugh in merry glee. 
Smiles on his lip, but in his soul despair. 



Now near a board, where Bacchus holds his sway, 
A willing captive revelling in his smile ; 

Though often sinking lower than the low, 
Can now grave men with clever wit beguile. 
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They hang upon his words, and praise him well. 
Who looks so noble in his yonthfol joy ; 

Alas I I weary of such hollow scenes, 
I'll drop the curtain, or all tmth destroy. 



Oh ! pride, ambition, art or envy's thrall. 
Or petty jealonsy, or wounded pique ; 

Whatever thou art that sullies God's sweet gift. 
And stains with guilt her fair and lovely cheek ; 



Away, away, far from my spirit fly. 

Of falsehood's brand I'd have my bosom free ; 
0, bright sincerity I 0, faithful dove. 

Accept the homage I would offer thee. 



Ah ! is there nothing in this higher sphere 
To render happiness, and joy, and peace ? 

Does nature dwell not in this hall of state ? 
And where she reigns no sin can much increase. 
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<< *Tis trae, my cliild ;'' cold Beason thus replies — 
** Sweet nature here can li^e, but pomp and pride. 

Decked in light folly, sometimes check her ways, 
When Wisdom breathes not by her loving side." 



And I have seen within the lordly hall 

Trae goodness, yirtne, wisdom, all combined ; 

Hail ! then, to all who cheer the stately hearth, 
Long be their reign, bright may it be, and kind ! 



Hail to the generous hand that helps the poor. 
The gentle breasts that charity can claim ! 

Though high, so lowly m their useful deeds. 
From whence nobility but owns its name. 



Bright truth, pure truth, where art thou to be found ? 

Thou sacred drop from heayen 1 where didst thoufedl ? 
Sweet inspiration I whence could dawn thy birth ? 

Within the cabin or the castle wall ? 
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" Go where sunplicity doth most prevail ; 

From thence my birth, too often killed by art ; 
I am a throb from out God's spotless life, 

And beat alone within pure nature's heart." 



SERENADE. 

WRITTEN TO MTJSIO. 

Sweet good-night, 
Oh I lady, sweet good-night. 

Eyes from heayen 
Watch thee with faithful light. 

Blest are they 
In that radiant smile of thine ; 
My hope, brightest of stars, thou art mine I 
Dearest of stars, thou art mine I 

Thou did'st illumine 
Each shade of my life, lovely star ; 

Joys beaming sunshine 
Soon melted shadows afar. 
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Magical ray 
Beam on my way ; 
Spirit of love 
Look from aboYe, 
Pour down thy light ! 
My gniding star, good-night ; 
Lady, a sweet good-night ! 

Sleep, love, sleep. 
While I fond vigils keep ; 

Dreams of joy 
Thy guileless fancy steep. 

Let one thought, 
My fairest maid, stray to me, 
Who ever loved but thee, only thee ? 
Who ever shall love but thee ? 

Thou art the glory 
To crown my young life, lovely star ! 

Thy radiant presence 

Chases each shadow afar. 
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Hope of my day, 
Queen of my way ; 
Spirit of love, 
Look from aboYe ; 
Give her thy light I 
My guiding star, good-night ; 
Lady, a sweet good-night I 



LET THE EXILE DEEAM. 

Hush ! hush ! let the exile dream. 

Nor disturb his sweet repose. 
O'er which calmest thought will gleam. 

Like moonlight upon a rose. 
He's thinking of other climes. 

Of his natiye land afar ; 
And the past comes back, dear times. 

As waters reflect a star. 

M 
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See the smile npon his lip, 

The flush an his open brow, 
As sunbeams the monntains tip, 

Flashing wann, bat fiBtding now. 
See, see, now he smiles again, 

What heayen-bom thoughts must gleam 
O'er his sonl's great depth to reign, 

Then, hush I let the exile dream. 



IKELAND AS SHE IS. 

Soft twilight creeps in beauty o'er the sky, 
To blend its pearly shades with deepest blue. 

And silvery stars are dotted everywhere, 
Like diamonds in a waste of changing hue. 

No rays from Luna ever teemed more fair. 
Upon the earth, or on the ocean wide. 

As now she glances from the throne of might. 
Like pity's queen upon life's- changing tide. 
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Oh I wonld that Nature had the power to soothe 
The passions raging in the breast of man — 

To chase away the evil spell that holds 
Her fallen children in its narrow span. 



Bat all nnsoothed, they wend their lawless path 
From off the borders in ambition*s might, 

And neyer see pore Nature's sweetest smile 
Is calmly beaming on the peaceful night. 



A peasant steals from out his cabin door, 
And peers around in bitterness and dread ; 

Then listens mute, with hands locked tight in prayer, 
While shame and grief are bending low bis head. 



He turns above his longing, wistful eye, 

And wonders why the moon shines bright and fair, 
While so much sorrow presses on his heart 

Which seemed till now so free from grief and care. 
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Still, still he listens, till he hears a sound 

That makes the old blood cnrdle in his breast, 

And sees a sight that well might strike him blind. 
And rob his bosom of its peace and rest. 



The flashing steel, the clattering of arms, 
Are breaking o'er the stillness of the night. 

While dusky forms are passing to and fro, 

Too clearly seen beneath the moon's pure light. 



Hushed words are breathed, they one by one depart, 
' Then the bold leader seeks his cabin door. 
So blind and reckless, yet so brave and young, 
That well might draw a sigh from pity's store. 



Upon his knees the aged father falls, 

In fond entreaty to his only child ; 
While tear on tear course down his withered cheek, 

And sobs escape his bosom deep and wild. 
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Alas ! the offspring coldly turns away, 

And nature weeps within her wonnded shrine ; 

The dreamer sees his fondest hopes die ont, 
Like bubbles bursting on the ocean's brine. 



What cnrse, he cries, has lighted on my house ? 

And what of all, my son, has changed you so ? 
Alas ! the scroll within the youthful hand 

Beyeals the truth, explains his shame and woe. 



Oh, heaven ! the old man cries, not thus from me 
Ton learned to violate our country's laws I 

Hence, rebel, hence ! — ^he is no son of mine 
Who can dishonour so that country's cause. 



No longer child of mine, I well may mourn, 
To know the babe I've danced upon my knee ; 

The noble boy, once all his mother's pride. 
An ingrate prove to Erin and to me. 
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Tom back, my son, or at death's hour thonlt feel 
Thon'st bronght my head with sorrow to the grave ; 

Hark I now, 'tis mercy's Toice that so implores. 
Come ere too late — she yet has power to save. 



It is no yoke that binds thy yonthfdl heart, 
Nor tyranny, nor yet oppression's thrall ; 

* * Tom back, my children, ' ' England's sovereign pleads , 
Loved Ireland, hearken to her gracious call. 



Oh ! e'en more hnmbly than that aged man. 
Bends boxmteons Mercy to her straying flock. 

And longs to bring her treasures back again, 
Though sterner justice may at mercy mock. 



Lest they should fall beneath their weight of dread, 
Or disappointed aims should crush them down ; 

And now the amulets of peace she'll twine. 
Alike the peasant and the king to crown. 
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Dear Emerald Isle, each patriot heart would shed 
Its latest drop to see thee happy now ; 

Bear high thy head, nor sully Tirtue's crest, 
For England's wreath is hlooming on thy brow. 

And may it glow still bright with hope's fJEiir gems, 
To cast their radiance on oar verdant shore. 

And send afloat the bark of plenteousness. 
To load oar island with its precious store. 



PEOSE versus POETEY. 

Peace reigns around, and fancy revels deep 

Within the circlet of the poet's dreams ; 
Thoughts of the past their sacred vigils keep, 

And magic memory wakes its favourite themes. 
How still and calm ; no sound disturbs the rest 

Of memory's tide, where sweetest thoughts still sail, 
*Till anchoring safe within my happy breast. 

Where love and joy — But, hark ! what voices rail 
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Outside my door, while screams, amid the din 

Of swords and pistols, call npcm my name, 
Which louder grow, with " Open, let me in ; 

Ma, giye me bread and sugar. Dot the same. 
But Babe must have some jam on his.*' 0, grief, 

"Where are my fancies, by despair now smote ? 
Most all are scattered, seeking for relief. 

And others refuge take down Willy's throat ; 
While now a trumpet louder, louder plays 

Its softest notes upon my charmed ear. 
Awakening echoes of some peaceful lays 

That might be sweeter, but not half so dear. 

Again there's silence, and peace smooths the plume 

Of ruffled temper, so I woo the muse. 
And back she comes more radiant in her bloom, 

Dissolving in my brain her varied hues. 
Long, long ago, that time when every heart, 

Though cold it be, must glow with one sweet throb 

■ 

Of one beloved — ** 0, ma'am, the baker's cart 
Is waiting ; how much bread ? and on the hob 
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The pot is ready for the beef; *tis soon 

To put it down, you told me one o'clock, 
And now 'tis three ; but surely it will ruin 

Its flavour if not better done, and shock 
The master's, nerves. How much am I to get 

Of vegetables and them other things 
You told me of ? But, la ! sure, I forget, 

And, and," — 0, poetry, 'tis well your wings 
Are ever ready to take flight, for here 

Your gentle spirit ne'er would rest ; so fly, 
Or on the odour of our soup and beer 

You'll grow distracted, and in madness die ! 



OH ! SING THAT SONG ONCE MORE. 

Oh I sing to me that song again. 

Heed not my silent tears, 
It brings so calmly o'er my brain 

Sweet thoughts of bygone years. 
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Thy voice, thy dear and plaiiitiye voice, 

Pare charms around me cast, 
While memoiy weaves her garland choice 

From visions of the past ; 
Then sing, for, oh ! I love to hear 

Each cadence sweet and low, 
They fall so calmly on mine ear, 

And thrill me with their flow. 

The past, the past comes back once more, 

Comes back all fresh and fair, 
I live its brightness sweetly o'er, 

Without a shade of care. 
Then sing that lay, and let me deem 

That hope is mine again. 
Nor wake me from my blissful dream. 

Nor cease the thrilling strain. 
For in each note of that dear song 

His voice is lingering yet, 
An echo 'tis that's borne along. 

Forbidding to forget. 
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IS FRIENDSHIP BUT A NAME ? 

Is friendship bnt a name ? oh 1 read my heart, 

And thon wilt find no truer throb within ; 
No deeper feeling than the gentle part 

That's sacred held to thee, who first did win ' 
Its inmost sympathy. To others cold, 

My heart could mingle every throb with thine, 
Whose sweet affection, with a truth untold, 

Came o'er my life with friendship's light to shine. 
I'd wrench the tie that bound my soul to thee, 

I'd cut the heartstrings twining round thine own. 
Though all hereafter should be gloom to me, 

And life a desert where I'd breathe alone. 
So thou wert happy ; every hateful thought 

That turned on self should wither in my breast. 
And though a wreck of mortal sense it wrought, 

I'd ne'er repine if bb'ss with thee could rest. 
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ONE HAPPY DAY GONE BY. 

Who does not love to think upon some day, 
One happy day that comes to ns no more ; 

A few short hours that we would fain recall, 
To live again their joyous brightness o'er ? 

Nor feel those moments, then but faintly prized, 
Grow out from all the shadows of the past. 

Distinct and clear, like stars within a sky 
Whose azure curtain clouds have overcast : 

Nor feel that day, o*er memory's greenest space. 

Like a fair vision ever there to range. 
Culling the sweets of memory, true and pure. 

Whose germ could live through coldness, time, or 
change. 

Nor feel you would not, could not doubt that breast, 
Who shared the sweetness of that day gone by, 

Although it may have been your fate to know 
Your own still live, when other friendships die. 
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Or have you felt how absence cools the throbs 
Of hearty that beat in unison for years, 

And know your bosom would noj; be so false, 
Although your truth could bring but woe and tears ? 



Or felt the sinking heart, while pride still reigned, 
To part from one who long had been too dear. 

And feel the links within thy soul are rent. 
Because the magnet is no longer near ? 



The shipwrecked seaman, on the stormy main, 
Can see through mist a beacon-light afar. 

And knows his home is there, and strives to steer 
His tottering vessel through the harbour bar : 



So with the memory of wrecked hopes ; we sail 
0*er fate's rough sea and ever-changing tide, 

Turning in sadness to our waning lights. 
And near their fliekering rays in grief abide. 
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Yet still the brightness of one day gone by, 
Amid the present darkness, shines most fair ; 

Like hope's fresh image, robed from fjEtney's web, 
Placed in a field of rank and wild despair. 

There is not one, though cold or hard he be. 

Could fail to find some *' white marks" in his past. 

Some blooming tree within the forest sere, 
Which lived through sunshine, and through winter's 
blast. 



We love it well ; we fondly turn to gaie 
Upon that lamp that but too brightly shone, 

Whose tinted beams kept streaming o'er new joys 
Which scarce we knew until their light was gone. 

Oh ! happy day ; oh ! merry, joyous hours ; 

All spirit-like you rise before our view. 
Beckoning us back to innocence and love. 

While bygone scenes your memories renew. 
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THEN TURN TO ME. 

When spring breaks from the chilly spell 

Of winter's hoary king, 
And bnds peep from each tinted bell, 

Their sweets aronnd to fling, 
And bnrst at last in snmmer flowers, 

All painted gems and gay ; 
When sunbeams mark the fleeting honrs, 

And mirth speeds time away ; 
When all is fair o'er life's yonng sky, 

While fortune smiles on thee, 
Forget, forget the days gone by. 

And never think of me. 



Nor yet when eyes beam soft with love, 
Like stars with heaven's light, 

Which own a Instre from above, 
To gild bright hope more bright ; 
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Nor yet when fancy weaves her crown, 

Or culls the laurel bough ; 
But should she, as she pressed it down, 

Kerce with a thorn thy brow, 
Oh ! then no other hand than mine 

Could half so tender be. 
Whose love would sweeter blossoms twine, 

Joy's thomless wreath for thee. 

When life's dull twilight gathers near, 

With shadows on thy heart, 
'Tis only then thou'lt prove how dear 

How very dear thou art. 
As winter's chill, as summer's sun, 

As spring or autumn's range. 
Ne'er stay the course deep waters run. 

So love can never change. 
Then, should misfortune come, or Mend 

Prove cold or false to thee, 
Think of the course the waters wend. 

And then thou'lt turn to me. 
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ON RECEIVING A BROTHER'S PHOTOGRAPH 

THREE YEARS AFTER HIS DEATH. 

Dbi^r image of the loved and lost, 

Oh ! why so life-like still ; 
When that reflected from this glass 

In death lies calm and chill ? 
Thou'rt like the thoughts within my soul, 

Undimmed hy time, still true, 
Which buried there can never change, 

'Till heaven earth's ties renew. 



I gaze upon thee, treasured thing, 

Each feature well to trace ; 
Thine eye doth seem to meet mine own, 

And read my mournful face. 
And, oh ! those lips, could they but speak 

One little word to me. 
Could that white hand have life again, 

That mine enclasped might be ! 

N 
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I tom away, but still that eye. 

Doth follow me so mild, 
That bygone years come back again, 

And I'm once more a child. • 

I see myself an orphan girl, 

My mother pale is there ; 
Tonng, beautifal, but poor, alas ! 

Her brow bespeaks despair. 

I see the Mends that gathered round 

When she was rich and high. 
Shrink back, go one by one away, 

Or pass her coldly by. 
And she, who was of gentle birth, 

Is crashed and spirit bowed. 
And cast npon a hard cold world, 

Amid a senseless crowd. 



Five little children, we were all 
Too weak for life's strong fight ; 
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Mj mother looked around for hope, 

But bitter was its blight. 
Tet there was one upon onr floor, 

Good, staid, beyond his years ; 
Young E% grew to bless and wipe 

Away a mother's tears. 

I never knew a father's love, 

My childhood's life was sad ; 
Far more of clouds fell to my lot, 

Than sunshine bright or glad. 
Yet Effy was our all in all, 

Friend, brother, father, he — 
No wonder that we grieve and grieve 

His form no more to see* 



And this small bit of glass, so dear, 
Oh ! treasured image thou ; 

I'd love to gaze for ever thus 
Upon that thoughtfdl brow ; 



180 SUMMER FLOWEBS. 

And tell mj monming heart the tales 
Of goodness there at rest, 

The mine of unpretending worth 
That lay within thy breast. 

Oh ! image of the loved and lost, 

Fail*, mild, and life-like yet, 
Like memory, ever faithfdl still, 

Befiising to forget ! 
Eeflecting &om time's mirror all 

The light of tmth and love 
That once was shining on this earth, 

And shineth now above. 



SUMMER FLOWERS. 

INNOCENT blossoms ! radiant yonng flowers ! 

! Nature's fair children most gay ; 
While gazing upon you I think of the hours 

E*er life's sunny spring passed away. 
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Alone, as I gaze on the simple white bell, 
Each leaf seems impressed with its youth ; 

For close in the depth of its light fairy cell 
Lie dewdrops, like virtue and truth. 



Ha ! mossy, wee rosebuds, you coyly peep out 
From soft verdant hoods, with a smile. 

As maidens, half blushing, look slyly about, 
Love's merry young god to beguile. 



That flirt of a cactus I freely admire, 
Though proud of its beauty so rare ; 

But of charms as glowing we very soon tire, 
And it very little must care. 



This calm mignonette is like worth in the shade. 

Like sympathy gentle and kind ; 
With powers to gladden each bosom or glade. 

Though hidden there deeply enshrined. 

n2 
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Here now is a treasure, a lovely wild rose, 

For love it most surely was bom ; 
I'll pluck it, for hope in my breast warmly glows, 

Yet, no — see this treacherous thorn. 



But, ah ! what is this looking lonely and sad. 
Its blue cup all drooping and wet. 

Its small azure petal with constancy clad. 
It pleads so — ah ! do not forget. 



This dark purple heather — mountain and hill ! 

In childhood I'm climbing you now ; 
Alas 1 'tis but fancy ; reality's chill 

Is pressing b'ke ice on my brow. 



But where is the hawthorn, — dear fav'rite of mine ? 

Alas, it is gone with the Spring ; 
And all those rare blossoms with beauty that shine. 

Back none of its sweetness can bring. 
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I love thee, I love thee, Summer's bright bloom ! 

Thy spell ever round me is cast ; 
Like sunbeams you brighten our life'a fading noon, 

Like emblems you spring from the past. 

For who has not treasured, though withered and dead, 
The stem that a loved one possessed ; 

Nor feel that the happiness then o'er it shed . 
Truth still can reflect in the breast ? 

Long, long, summer blossoms ! long, long may you 
reign. 

Like voices you sound ever dear ; 
Which echo so softly down memory's chain, 

From tones that no longer are near. 



Ah ! who would not treasure the whisperings low 
That speak to the heart from dead leaves ; 

Nor feel joy's sweet breath from the dear long ago 
Still wafted where love warmly cleaves ? 
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I love you, I love you, radiant young flowers — 
Soft smiles from the Godhead to man ; 

Bright marks o'er our pathway from heaven's pure 
howers 
To guide us o'er life's rugged span. 



AUTUMN LEAVES. 

(written for music.) 

Sweet leaves of Autumn, 
Sweet leaves — Oh ! fare you well. 
Falling o'er hill and dell. 
Sadly you're fading. 

Passing away, 
Like the hright heam 
Of joy's hright ray. 
Shadows, when gathering, fall sadly around. 
But echos of hope still resound 



w^^^g^^^^^^ 



AUTUMN LEAVES. 185 

Dear to each heart, 

New joy to impart. 
Sweet Antumn leaves, come hack again ! 
Linger awhile, short was your reign ; 

Love to you cleaves, 
• Oh stay with us yet 

Sweet Autumn leaves. 



Dead leaves of Autumn, 
Dead leaves, how sad you seem. 
Frail as hope's transient heam. 
Blooming too brightly. 

Twining around 
Each loving heart. 
With fancy crowned. 
But when they prize you, you wither and die. 
And they gaze on your fall with a sigh ; 
Calling you back, 
With fresh hope on your track. 
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Dead Antunm leaves, one last farewell ! 
Short was your reign, o'er vale and dell. 

Love to yon cleaves, 

While we're saying farewell, 

Dear Antnmn leaves ! 



BELOVED ONE. 

Last evening, when the twilight crept 

Li silence o'er the sky. 
And every little star that slept 

£«-opened its bright eye. 
My heart, my foolish heart was glad 

Beneath their light so clear. 
And earth in one bright robe was clad, 
For he I loved was near. 

Beloved one, I heard thy voice, 
And earth with me could but rejoice, 

Beloved one ! 
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This eve the twilight is as fair, 
The stars as bright as then, 
And yet my breast is fall of care, 

The world is dark again. 
The charm has fistded from my heart 

Whose spell made all so dear, 
And pride forbids the tear to start 
Because he is not near. 

Beloved one, without thy smiles. 
No earthly joy my heart begniles. 

Beloved one I 



A WITHERED FLOWER. 

I*iiL crash this withered blossom, I shall cast it now 

aside, 
And think no more that I was glad while he was by 

my side ; 
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And ne*er recall with grief again his coldness in 

that honr, 
When from his careless hand I look this treasured 

little flower. 
Ah I yes, I'll crush it, since my heart with pride and 

wisdom glows. 
And it can never feel a pang to tear this withered rose. 

Yet what is staying now my hand, while fear my 
bosom heaves, 

I cannot break the sapless stem, and tears are on 
the leaves. 

Alas ! my pride alone is crushed, I have no strength 
to part 

From this poor faded thing that grows so deeply in 
my heart. 

Ah ! no, I'll hide it in this book, and from this grief- 
fraught hour, 

No other heart shall know that mine so loves a 
withered flower. 
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In her preface, Mrs. Fisher makes an appeal for critical 
lenity, which we have no inclination to slight. She has 
mnch kind and womanly feeling, which she expresses 
generallj- in simple language and smooth verse." — The 
AthencBv/m, 

" Fanny Fisher appears to have oonmienced the practice 
of verse writing at a very early age, and, considering that 
the greater part of what she afterwards composed was 
' thrown off amidst household avocations, and without any 
superintendence from literary friends,* she may fairly enough 
claim the indulgence of critics. Apart from any con- 
sideration of this kind, however — and all literary efforts 
must stand or fall by their own innate merits — every one 
who reads Lonely Hours must confess that there is wonderful 
smoothness in the verses, and that they embody sentiments 
beautiful and pure. There is wonderful correctness, too, in 
the writing, and we can welcome Mrs. Fisher as a warbler 
whose strains are all the more soothing because occasionally 
sad." — The Reader, November , 1864. 

*' There are pretty thoughts in these pages. The authoress 
possesses many of the qualities of the genuine poet — fine 
feeling, a good ear, and a sympathy with external nature. 
There is an absence of affectation in her pieces, too, which 
raises her above the ordinary crowd of aspirants. A few 
pieces are worthy of being committed to memory, alike 
from the beauty of the words, and the excellence of the 
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sentiment. For the sake of these we desire to offer a word 
of encoarageznent to the young poet. We have no donbt 
she can produce something much better if she did herself 
fhll justice, and we trust she will come before the public 
again, afber a proper interval, with a few short poems upon 
which she has concentrated her powers, eschewing all 
imagery which savours of the commonplace, and clothing 
her thoughts in the simple and elegant language of which 
it is evident she possesses no common fund." — BubJm 
Evening Mail, "November 4, 1864. 

" It would be incompatible with the limits of our space 
to present even an outline, much less an analysis, of the 
volume's contents. They are varied, and from first to last 
redolent of purity and piety. The mantle of Felicia Hemans 
has fallen on her younger sister, in whom we have another 
minstrel of the Lares and Penates. There is nothing dele- 
terious in these pages. She did well to place the figures of 
Vice and Virtue in the foreground of a picture diversified 
with so many groups. They are graphically and vividly 
limned. *The Chiaeoscuro' is admirably defined. We 
will not attempt to extract selections, but leave it to the 
reader's judgment to discern the special excellencies. 
Throughout, the music of the rhythm is all but faultless. 
The language, too, is eloquent, and the imagination, while 
chaste, yet luxuriant. In fine, we cordially commend this 
little volume to the perusal of all who possess taste and 
feeling, and would merely add as our verdict, in the words 
of another poet, that * a thing of beauty is a joy for ever.* " — 
The Limerick Ch/ronicle, November, 1864. 

" These poems are varied in character and in length ; 
but two, indeed, and these the opening ones, exceeding a 
page or two in their treatment. They have all a redeeming 
quality, which has always appeared to our minds to make 
up for ranch deficiency in mere poetic style and finish, and 
that is that an excellent spirit pervades every line of the 
entire work. There is not a single thought enunciated in 
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the volume whioh can wonnd the delicacy of the most 
sensitive, or embitter the ' lonely honrs' of the most lonely 
amongst as. The poems are healthy in their tone, and 
handy in their sabject and style of treatment. Mrs. Fisher 
has accomplished so much in affording her friends and the 
pnblic plain and wholesome materials for a qniet mental 
repast." — The Tyrorie GonsUtuHon, Ncyneniher 11, 1864. 

" If we want sublimity in poetry, we can seek the sources 
of it in great passions, grsoid thoughts, and elevated ex- 
pressions ; and many know where to find those qualities 
even though they cannot analyze them, and have never 
read a word of Aristotle, or Longinus, or Burke, or Akenside. 

" But if we are dealing with the more soothing kinds of 
poetry, such as bedlads and fugitive pieces, what we look 
for, and cannot dispense with, is originality, tei'seness, ten- 
derness, melody, and variety, not forgetting beauty, amia- 
bility, and propriety of sentiment. 

" Now we do not profess to discover all those fine qualities 
.combined in Mrs. Fisher's poems, but we do think we see 
many of them, and there is a simple and hearty naturalness 
about almost all of them which constitutes their peculiar 
charm. In a young lady's first publication, containing some 
pieces written at a very early age, it is only a matter of 
surprise that there are not more faults of thought and ex- 
pression in a volume of nearly 300 pages ; it is equally 
surprising that there are not more literal errors, and more 
feeble specimens of the authoress's powers. We have left 
ourselves no room for extracts, and, such being the case, we 
expect to return to the sabject again ; but in the meantime 
we have no hesitation in saying that several of the poems 
in this volume would not discredit some of our best known 
poetesses." — The Reporter and VindicodoTf November, 1864. 

" The head and heart and pen of the gifted woman 
who has given to the world such genuine proofs of sterling 
intellectual ability as this volume decidedly contains, show 
an order of genius which, for true tenderness of style and 
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beanty of sentiment, has rarely developed itself amongst 
the fair sisters of the muses. 

" In the poem of Vice and Vi/rtue are many noble traits of 
genins, in which she displays a fine conception of her sub- 
ject. Her illnatrations are not overtouched nor obscured 
by dull fictitious colourings, but are naturally true, and 
sweetly delineated. But why should Mrs. Fisher appeal in 
her preface to the cold mercy of the critic ? The sting of 
censure cannot destroy true merit, and the dignity of genius 
should never bow at the frigid tribunal of criticism. She is 
one of nature's nobility,' and may she to her heart's satis- 
faction realize the esteem and applause of the admirers of 
the pure, the virtuous, and the beautiful, to which meed 
her talents and attainments justly entitle her!" — The 
Mtmster News, November 18, 1864. 

" There are individual poems in this volume which, if 
criticised with a candid and unprejudiced mind, will be 
found to contain as much of the spirit of real poetry as 
many of the poetical compositions of modem times. The 
language is beautiful and chaste, the metre smooth and 
rhythmical, and proves the fair authoress to be at least a 
highly gifted and accomplished lady. We heartily con- 
gratulate Mrs. Fisher on her literary powers, and sincerely 
trust that her volume of poems, replete as they are with 
poetic sentiment, elegant language, and refined taste, will 
be read with interest, and duly appreciated by a discerning 
public." — Ths Southern Chrordcle, November 5, 1864. 
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